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Ear as eat any in anny pci th Sin of han 
‘I would giadly suppress or put into the Coventry of smaller print in an 
Bat ‘ilka mon maan dree his weird,” and the avenging litera 


‘The Editor of this volume has not felt at liberty either to add poems left by the 
‘author in the deepening obscurity of old magazines, or to follow the probable judg- 
of Mr. Lowell in reducing any of his collected verse to the lower terms of an 
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poems; criticism has been given only when the author himself was the 
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editor, and Messrs. Harper & Brothers, the publishers, for their courtesy in 
‘ing a liberal use to be made of Letters of James Russell Lowell, and special 
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preparation of the volume. 
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Axour half a mile from the Craigie House in Cambridge, Massachusetts, on the road 
leading to the old town of Watertown, is Elmwood, a spacious square house set amongst 
lilac and syringa bushes, and overtopped by elms. Pleasant fields are on either side, and 
from the windows one may look out on the Charles River winding its way among the 
marshes. The house itself is one of u group which before the war for independence be- 

to Boston merchants and officers of the crown, most of whom refused to take the 
side of the revolutionary party. Tory Row was the name given to the broad winding road 
on which the houses stood. Large farms and gardens were attached to them, and some 
sign of their roomy ease still remains. The estates fell into the hands of various persons 
after the war, and in process of time Longfellow came to ocoupy and later to own Craigie 
House. Elmwood at that time was the property of the Reverend Charles Lowell, minister 
of the West Church in Boston ; and when Longfellow thas became his neighbor, James 
Russell Lowell was « junior in Harvard College. He was born at Elnwood February 
22, 1819 ; he died at the same place August 12, 1891. 

‘He was named for his father’s maternal grandfather, and was the youngest of a family 
of five, two daughters and three sons. His father at the time of Lowell's birth was 
thirty-seven years old and lived till 1861. His son has drawn his portrait in a letter to 
C.F. Briggs, written in 1844: “He is Dr. Primrose in a comparative degree, the very 
simplest and charmingest of sexagenarians, and not without a great doal of the truest 
mingnanimity.” It was characteristic of Lowell thus to find a prototype of his father in 
literature. The Lowells traced their descent from Percival Lowell,—a name which 
survives in the family, — of Bristol, England, who scttled in Newbury, Massachusetts, in 
1639. The great-grandfather of James Russell Lowell was a minister in Newburyport, 
‘one of those, as Dr. Hale says, “who preached sermons when young men went out to 

the French, and preached sermons again in memory of their death, when they had 
been slain in battle.” The grandfather was John Lowell, a member of the Constitutional 
Convention of Massachusetts in 1780, It was he who introduced into the Bill of Rights 
& phrase from the Bill of Rights of Virginia, “All men are created free and equal,” 
with the purpose which it effected of setting free every man then held as « slave in 
‘Massachusetts. A son of John Lowell and half-brother of the Rey. Charles Lowell was 
Francis Cabot Lowell, who gave a great impetus to New England manufactures, and 
from whom the city of Lowell took its name. Another son, and thus also an uncle of the 
pect, was John Lowell, Jr., whose wise and far-sighted provision gave his native city that 
‘centre of intellectual influence, the Lowell Institute. 
‘mother of the poet, Mrs. Harriet Spence Lowell, a native of Portsmouth, New 
ire, was of Scotch origin. She is described as having “a great memory, an ex- 
aptitude for language, and a passionate fondness for ancient songs and bal- 
Tads.” It pleased her to fancy herself descended from the hero of one of the most famous 
haa Sir Patrick Spens. In a letter to his mother, written in 1837, Lowell says : “I 
in several poctical offusions, ono of which I have dedicated to you, who 
ot always been the patron and oncourager of my youthful muso.” ‘The Russell in his 
ame seoms to intimate a strain of Jewish ancestry ; at any rate Lowell took pride in 
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the name on this account, for he was not slow to recognize the intellectual power of the 
Hebrew race. ee ee ee Pe ee ee 
Rey. Robert Traill Spence Lowell, who wrote some pooms, a story of school-boy life, and 
anovel, The New Priest in Conception Bay, which contains a delightful stady of «Yankee 
and striking sketches of life in Newfoundland, where its author was for a while = mis 
sionary. A sister, Mrs. Anna Lowell Putnam, will be remembered among older lovers of 
Viterature for a group of singularly fine and thoughtful studies under the title Reconde 
of an Obscure Life. 

Not long before his death, Lowell wrote to an English friend a» description of Elm 
wood ; and as he was very fond of the house in which he lived and died, it is agreeable to 
read words which strove to set it before the eyes of one who had never seen it. “"TDis 
a pleasant old honse, just about twice as old as I am, four miles from Boston, in what 
‘was once the country and is now a popalous suburb. But it still has some ten acres of 
open about it, and some fine old trees. When the worst comes to the worst (if I live so 
long) I shall still have four and a half acres left with the house, the rest belonging to 
my brothers and sisters or their heirs, It is a square house, with four rooms ou @ floor, 
like some houses of the Georgian era I have seen in English provincial towns, only they 
are of brick, and this is of wood. But it is solid with its heavy oakes beams, the spaces 
between which in the four outer walls are filled in with brick, though you must n't fancy 
a brick-and-timber house, for outwardly it is sheathed with wood. Inside there is much 
wainscot (of deal), painted white in the fashion of the time when it was built. Ist is very 
sunny, the sun rising #0 as to shine (at an acute angle to be sure) through the northers: 
windows, and going round tho other three sides in the course of the day. There ia 
pretty staircase with the quaint old twisted banisters,—which they call balusters now ; 
but mine are banisters. My library occupies two rooms opening into each other by arches 
at the sides of the ample chimneys. The trees I look out on are the carliest things I 
remember. There you have me in my new-old quarters. But you must not fancy a 
large house — rooms sixteen feet square, and on the ground floor, nine high Tt was 
large, as things went here, when it was built, and has a certain air of amplitnde about it 
as from some inward sense of dignity.” In an enrlier letter he wrote: “ Here Iam in 
my garret. I slept here when I was a little eurly-headed boy, and used to see visions 
between me and the ceiling, and dream the so often recurring dream of having the earth 
put into my hand like an orange. In it I used to be shat up without « lamp,—my 
mother saying that none of her children should be afraid of the dark,—to hide my 
head under the pillow, and then not be able to sh 
thronged around mo, minted in my brain. . . « 
in a part of Boston. I can see one Jong curve of the Charles 
me and Cambridge, and the flat marshes beyond the river, smooth and silent with git 
tering snow. As the spring advances and one 
landscape is cut off from me piece by piece, { f May, I am closeted ima 
cool and rustling privacy of leaves.” 

Elmwood in the days of Lowell's boyhood was in distinctly rural neighborhood 
than now, and unt 
Acquaintance " and “ 

Tndian-Summer Reverie, 





le has given a sketch of their common life in college. “ He was a little older 
“(and was one class in advance of me, My older brother, with whom I 








that in him which made him » favorite everywhere.” 


” a reader, 25 0 many of his fellows were, and the letters which he wrote 


college magazines, 
Day, and he wrote his poem ; bat he was careless about 
respecting attendance at morning prayers ; and for this was suspended 
the last term of his last year, and not allowed to come back to deliver 
He was sent to Concord for his rustication, and so passed a few weeks of 
scenes dear to every lover of American history and letters, 
jian-Sat Reverie " Lowell says 


























After his graduation he set about the study of law, and for a short time even was 
eee ee Nan Sevaghy (Corned Binestare His t 
mind regarding his vocation, his apparent purpose, the conflict 

tween his nature craving expression and the world with its imperious demands, 


quired a Jong brooding time ere it could hateh anything. He was speaking of the 
of expression; but the phrase isa fit one for his habitual temper. The 
of indolence could apply only to his apparent disregard of bustling activity. His 
was of the sort that knows the power of stillness, and though he upbraids himself 
letters for his unproductiveness at times, he had plainly the instinct which waits 
portunity. His faculty of observation was very strong, but it was no stronger 
power of assimilation ; and thus it was that when opportunity came he had no 
riedly to adjust himself to the situation. 

while be was engaged with his books and his friends, professing law bat 





ike * Rhacus,” “ The Shepherd of King 
i rf ‘of positive poetic 


life, 2 coming to his own which it would take only some strong occasion to make 


This occasion was the Mexican War, with the greater contest which flamed up with it 
‘rer the encroachments of slavery, Lowell and his wife, who brought « fervid anti- 
‘Mlavery temper as part of her marriage portion, were both contributors to the Liberty Bell, 
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and Lowell was a freqecnt contributor to the Antislarery Standard, and was indeed fora 
while a corresponding editor; bat in June, 1846, there appeared one day in the 
Se ae, to be from Mr. Ezekiel Biglow of Jalaam to the Hon. 

T. Buckingham, editor of the Boston Courier, enclosing a poem of his son, Mr. 





wrath and humor blown fresh in his face, koew that be was in with the 
something new in American literature. A score of years afterward, when i 

the Second Series of The Biglow Papers, Lowell confessed that when he wrote | 
letter and poem he had no definite plan, and no intention of ever writing another. 
was struck out from him by the revolt of his nature at the iniquity of slavery and the 
war into which slavery was dragging the nation. But he adds, “The success of my 
‘experiment soon began not only to astonish me, bat to made me feel the 

knowing that I held in my hand a weapon, instead of the mere fencing stick I had sup- 
posed. . .. If I put on the cap and bells, and made myself one of the court fools of 
King Demos, it was less to make his Majesty laugh than to win a passage to his royal 
ee eae reesee seinen vosek x twa Mevply os acre? 

The Biglow Papers not ovly gave Lowell to hirnself and opened the food gates of 
his patriotism and his noble indignation ; they gave him a public, and thus furnished the 
complement which every author demands, “Very far,” be says, in the same Introduce 
tion, “from being a popular author under my own name, so far, indeed, as to be almost 
unread, I found the verses of my pseudonym copied everywhere ; I saw them pinned ap 
in workshops ; I heard them quoted and their authorship debated.” The force which he 
displayed in these satires muade his book at once a powerful ally of a sentiment which 
heretofore had been ridiculed ; it turned the tables and put Antislavery, which had been 
fighting sturdily on foot with pikes, into the mddle, and gave it a flashing sabre. For 
Lowell himself it won an accolade from King Demos. He rose up a knight, and thence 
forth possessed a freedom which was a freedom of nature, not a simple badge of servioe 
ina single cause. His patriotism and moral fervor found other vents in later life, and 
‘he never laid down the sword which he then took up, but it is significant of the stability 
of his genias that he was not misled by the sudden distinction which came to him into m 
limitation of his powers. It was shortly after this that he wrote, in one of those poctie 
absences from his every-day life, which were to overtake him more than once 
his Vision of Sir Launfal; and the exuberance of his nature, together with his keen 
power of criticism, found expression about the same ti his witty Fable for Critics, 
in which he hit off, with a rough and ready wit, the ics of the writers of the 
day, not forgetting himself in these lines : 

‘There is Lowell. who ‘s striving 


He might get on alone, spite 
But he can’t Sopra that bundle he 


bell, / 


Tas raed of fatal to ts lot sow Jaraalens 





from 1857 to 1877, were the most productive period of Lowell's 
“a referer dlgdel pol pent eordhngsie e~ 


which marks him as the most distin- 
shed of American critics. ieres penally fon bow tose Hoteecre, mat Spee 
Folumes of his prose wri 
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‘of Lowell's nature, never divorced from this love of letters, of life, espe- 

as it took form in contemporaneous American history. The put vk kaa 
named covered the preparation for the war for the Union, that war itself, and the recon= 
struction era afterward, and the expression of Lowell's nature in its attitude toward 


i slau of he wien, gay belt eves aie tony 
wituess to the sanity with which he regarded contemporaneous affairs, when 
ness seemed the most natural temper in the world, and his insight of human nature was 
that of a) who did not regard his power of vision as excluding the necessity of paying 
EEGs Yuck boss eupatying fuabsatan bo thees pages, with tha Sauls cea 
‘ing the text, but of jing it. 
eats sacaepesied Sao ask pelted the Second Series of The 
Papers, and used his satire and his moral indignation with a depth of feeling which sux 
passed tbat shown in the first series, a little to the detriment thereby, it may be, of the 
of the humor, In truth, strong as was Lowell’s power of invective, his passion 
triotism found this vent too narrow ; there was a large, constructive 
on the great theme of national life, which found fuller expression in the Odes 
Centennial and Commemorative: occasions called out. Lowell seized these 
with a spirit which scarcely needed them, and merely employed them as fit 
opportunities for casting in large moulds the great thoughts and feelings which rose 
ee a ee aoe 
close of this period, in which he had done incalculable serviee to the 


ferred in 1880. He had a good knowledge of Spats language’ and iteratare weal 
went to Spain, but he at once took pains to make his knowledge fuller and his aecont 


he was at once a most welcome guest, and a most effective 
i ‘years were thus spent by him in the foreign service of the coun 
try. His sole participation in practical politics, as the term is, up to this time had been 
to attend a national convention once as delegate, and to have his name used as Presiden 
tial Elector. To the minds of many of his countrymen he seemed doubtless a dilettante 
in politics. Special preparation in diplomacy he had not, but he had what was more 
fundamental, a large nature enriched by a familiar intercourse with great minds, and 80 
‘sane, 80 sound in its jadgment, that whether he was engaged in determining a reading in 
a ea pale 2 eieh cunniry on Teh ccloens e 
was bringing his whole nature to the bench. No one can read Lowell's despatebes from 

Madrid and London without being struck by his sagacity, his readiness in emergencies, 
his interest in and quick perception of the political situation in the country where he was 
resident, and his unerring knowledge asa man of the world. Nor could Lowell lay aside 
in his official communications the art and the wit which were native to him. “J asked 


Lord Lyons,” he writes in one letter, “ whether he did not think suzerninty might be de= 
fined as “leaving to a man the privilege of carrying the saddle and bridle after you 
stolen his horse.’ He assented.” 

But though Lowell's studies and experience had given him a preparation for 
with diplomatic questions, the firmness with which he held his political faith 





“saved for more intimate friends; and yet his fine reserve was apparent even to those 
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epigram- 
i of polten fuith ax hopeful mat was wise and keen. 2 fo yes inter 
to his own countrymen on “The Place of the Independent in 
‘Tt was a noble apologia, not without a trace of di 


essays. 
public life of Mr. Lowell made him more of a figure before the world. He re- 
from societies and universities ; he was decorated by the highest honors 


after his release from public office he made several visits to England. There, 
buried his wife, who died in 1885. The closing years of his life in his own 
ry, though touched with domestic loneliness and diminished by growing physical 
ities that predicted his death, were rich also with the continued expression of his 
rsonality. He delivered the public address in commemoration of the 260th anni- 
of the founding of Harvard University, he gave a course of lectures on the Old 
Dramatists before the Lowell Institute, he collected « volume of his poems, he 
d wrote on public affairs, and the year before his death revised, rearranged, and 
lly edited a definitive series of his writings in ten volumes. Since his death three 
‘volumes have been added to his collected writings, and Mr. Norton has published 
of James Russell Lowell in two volumes. 
or anything like an adequate apprehension of Lowell's rich nature, the reader unac- 
with him during his lifetime, needs to read these Letters and the whole body 
prose and poetry; a nature at once so spontaneous and so lavish of its best gifts 
to be bounded by the arbitrary limits of a biography, brief ar extended. Yet the 
alone as contained in this volume do much to reveal to the attentive reader the 
lity of their author. He was the most companionable of men, and shared his 
gifts with chance acquaintance so freely that one sometimes wondered what he 






“who knew him best. The humor which underlies so much even of his stately verse was 


‘constant quantity in his temperament, closely allied with shrewd sagncity; the senti- 
“ment and fancy which find expression sometimes in an entire poom, more often in phrase 
“and line, played about his conversation in familiar intercourse; but as his verse when 

mad in its fulness is charged with noble passion and with an imagination in which 

and personal emotion are fusod in a high ideal, so no one could long 


earnestness of the Puritan with the mellowness of a man of the 


with the > LesAbetind recognizing that he was in the presence of a character which 
HLE.S. 
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Forevermore. 


Ever singing in his ear, 


“Here is rest and peace for thee !"" 
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‘Hers is a 





So circled lives she with Love's holy 
ity 
ae eae oe sale a wali 


2 of her soul still keopeth she 
An Halon where tho snake did nover enter; 
a tural, wise sit 
A single truthfulness, and these have lent 
Se oae mowelaes an she antzos 
eee tfeolanieTednd 
nor ean take a 

Hiss oly pesccfultoes, which night and 


Unto her queenly soul doth minister. 


Most gentlo is she; hs charit 
ey cre nin: bse gn cy 


care, 
Hath in her heart wide room for all that 


Hor ber iat rire ace its own, 
it ti 
Cloudless forever is her brow serene, 
eking aie hope and trast within her, 
wi 
Welleth a noiseless spring of patience, 
"That keepeth all her life so. fleah, s0 green 
And full of holiness, that every look, 
The greatness of her woman’s soul reveal- 
ing, 





law 
With a full peace, that never can depart 
From its own steadfastness; awe 


A 
To the full qoidenness of fruitful 
Enduring with a firmness that 
All tricks of circumstance and 


time, 
a sure insight koowing where to cling, 
re where it clingeth never withering; — 
‘These are Iren¢'s dowry, which no fate 
Can shake from their serene, 

state. 


In-seeing 83 ‘hy is hers, which chas~ 
ig sympathy 


No less than loveth, scorning to be bound 

With fear of blame, and yet which ever 
hasteneth 

To pour the balm of kind looks on the 


wound, 
If they be wounds which such swoet teach- 
ing makes, 
Giving itself a pang for others’ sakes; 
No want of faith, that chills with 
eye, 
retethyicoy ee 
‘upon tl ide; 
Tus is ber sool there nevar dwelt sti 
Right from the hand of God her spirit 
came 
Unstained, and she hath ne’er forgotten 
whence 


It came, nor wandered far from thenee, 
But laboreth to keep her still the same, 


WITH A PRESSED FLOWER 


Rear to her place of birth, that she may | I 
Soil her white raiment with an earthly 
‘spot. 

‘Yet sets she not her soul so steadily. 
Above, that she forgets her ties to earth, 
ee nett world almoet: seem 
How — _ glad one lowly human 


Bit er nt ng rh 


love aati ‘than 
‘That, bei bound, like us, with earthly 
‘She walks so bright and heaven-like there- 
tire: too iesk, too womanly, to sin. 
ee storm- 


eet penoatl cress nigh 


soul her star-like xoul hath been, 
‘a fall of hope and calm to 


SERENADE 
Sea the close-shut windows gleams no 


is chilly the night i dark, 


The trees 
eee: Ba reese own, 


‘The darkness is ing coldly around, 
Bla = tock end, 

‘stars are hid and the night is drear, 

heart of silence throbs in thine ear, 


ii: 





In hamber thou sittest 
en erent pry pe! 


‘The world is 7, the world is wide, 
Kind hearts are beating on every side; 
Fp eileen ait a 
Alone in the shell of this world 2 
Why should we any more be alone? 
Alone, alone, ah woe ! alone! 


‘Ob, "t is » bitter and dreary 
Te paldcok esau ee cat 


WITH A PRESSED FLOWER 


‘Tars little blossom from afar 

Hath come from other lands to thine; 
For, once, its white and ing star 
Could see its shadow in the Rhine. 


Perchance some fair-haired German maid 
Hath plucked one from the selfsame stalk, 
And numbered over, half 

Its petals in her evening walk. 


‘* He loves moe, loves me not,” she cries; 

‘© Haloven taste than eertaer erent 
And then glad tears have filled her eyes 
‘To find the number was uneven. 


And thou must count its petals well, 
it is a gift from me: 

‘And the last one of all shall tell 

Something I've often told to thee, 


But here at home, where we were born, 
‘Thou wilt find blossoms just as = rum 
Down-bending ever 

With freshness of New England dew. 


For Nature, ever kind to love, 
Hath granted them the same sweet tongue, 
Whether with German skies above, 

Or here our granite rocks among, 


THE BEGGAR 


A BEGGAR thi the world am J, 
From place topbeel wander by. 











far, 
know 
‘wind may choose to blow. 
aoibems oriee hale at EG 
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fancies 
silver 
yet her heart is 
h lesser souls 
Fret thay 
the 
‘Yet in herself she dwelleth 
She is most fair, and thereunto 
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SUS MMER STORM 


fair and green, 
live and die. 





SUMMER STORM 


‘Toward Ue sky's age, apts ie heaped Nera alates do 

s see the gun go. 

Nov leaps the wind ea ioe Bboy mec 
So still the air that I can hear les the grass with terrified feot, 

‘The slender clarion of the unseen midge; Tie ataclad ines tena jedan enc baa 

eae os em sit a eee be ay quick heart of the 


tempest beat. 
Reise taal fa lvaven, which ew de. 
Look ! look ! that livid flash 1 


Phrases anclid grap witches 
Shuts off the landscape, mile by mile; 
For « breath’s space I see the blue wood 


in, 
Brel ace fie cast Wace Boat tis ete 
ue 
‘That seemed but now a league aloof, 
Beets crackling o'er the st 


Against ‘oe windows the storm comes dash- 
‘Throv, ‘tattered foliage tho hail tears 
eh linge 


in 
"The flue lightning flashes, 
The rapid hail clashes, 
‘The white waves are tumbling, 
And, in one baffled roar, 
Like the toothless sea mumbling 
Thins of fac. boi toppling o'er its ‘A rock-hristiod abort, 
‘The thunder ix rumblin, 
ng ti a it seems, and yot it ‘And ereahing and orunibling, — 
‘Wil sUacoe refars nevormors 


Suddenly all the sky is hid Hush! Still ns death, 
‘As with te shutting ‘of a lid, ‘The tempest holds 


one drops are fallin; As from a sudden 
Bost ena ie ia ~ ‘The rain stops short, but from the eaves 
oe pane they are eaobbaly axl | You see fie SED and hear it from the 


‘And the wind breathes low; Al his 0 > bodingly still; 
the circles widen on the river, 
Widen and mingle, one and all | rain in heavy gouts, 
Here and there the slenderer flowers | "he esinkled lightsdog 
Seems rerpes be pare 





Struck by an icy rain~lrop's fall. 














8 EARLIER POEMS ; 
the thunder shouts And hath its will blissful 
cee sad sa through gentle- 
ee aoirecion fi Not like a rocket, which, with passionate 
Fallowe by sen dead und dull Wir fndaty wp then bursts and Teves 
ii cloud, let 
Vedi baton” Baintlly tering on he dst eps 
ns. in one mad over- | A tore, Cie raiver and tales) oe 
row, 
And then a total lull. Not with flaw-secking ayes like needle 
gone, #0 soon t loving-kindl, looks them down 
No more ty half-dazed fancy there, | With the oferwoming faith that still” for- 
Can shape a giant in the air, gives; 
No more I see his streaming hair, A love that shall be now and fresh each 
‘The writhing portent of his form; — 
and quiet moon gn Osea mystery, 
Makes her calm forehead bare, Or the sweet coming of the eveni 
And the last nts of the storm, Alike, and yet most unlike, every i 


Like shattered rigging from a at 
Silent and few, ant dotting over’ me.” 


LOVE 


Tror here is but a bumble, low-born 
At at ot served up in earthen 
Hei hin + to walk with, hand in hand, 
ie sae nec this work- 
pet tiles ten 
Ye letting not one heart-beat go astray 
Beauty's law of plainness and con- 
Sater 
A simple, fireside thing, whose apiet smile 
Can warm earth's poorest hovel to a home; 
Which, when our autumn cometh, as it 


must, 
And life in the chill wind shivers bare and 
Jenfless, 
Shall abe blest with Indian-summer 
ln bleak cee and, with thankful 
Saree patel pa 
As full of sunshine to our 
et Ape the 
Sash {s tras Love, which steals into the 
With ilent as the lightsome dawn 


feet 
That Ljoes mncoth the song brows of the 
dark, 





seeks, 
But faces Truth and Benuty as 
Showing its worthiness of x teehee 
By a clear sense of ayant eat 

‘A love that in its object findeth not 

‘All and beauty, and enongh to sate 
Its of blessing, but, in all of good 
Found ca sees but the Heaven-implanted 


of der beauty in the soul of man, 
And traces, in the simplest heart that beats, 
A family-likeness to its Sa ae 
‘That claims iter of hood. 
For love is blind but with the fleshly eye, 
‘That so its inner sight may be more — 
And outward shows of onl, 
nei t 

le id an infant” 
Fine tapes eed thn nt their earnest: 


Pieroos the body's mask of thin di 

And beauty ever is to them reveal 

Behind A unshapeliest, meanest lump of 
dl 

With arms outstretched and coger faoe 


ablaze, 
Yearning to be but understood and loved. 


TO PERDITA, SINGING 


Bradt re priase 
ng up in clear moonshine; 


yer, ever mounting, 


silver a 











4 THE MOON 9 

“a Ever With folded wit 

Without q And white arms crost, 

_ To that brimful heart of thine. Se eee 
Every sad and feeling, ey are not lost: 
Pinreogs ty lps coon vein, visling, | O'r tine opening ict she, 

comes: i i 'er thine opening spirit 

. Chea an ee Tho forest orale ble 

smiles tears That filled thy soul with joyous dread, 
make voice awaken, ‘The scent of ary smallest flower 
rere Baa eed ‘That made thy heart sweet for an hour, 
ma tit teaching it hath taken: Jem every holy infoe 

Feeling music move together, lowing to » knewest not whence, 

Like a swan and shadow ever In ‘thine eyes is seen, 
Frscaiay of cl ae ely hates, 
weather. mmpti fature, sweet, 
Whatever led thy childish feet, 
‘Tt hath caught a touch of sadness, ‘Still will linger unawares 
Yet it is not sad; The guiders of thy silver hairs; 
Tt bath tones of Every look and every word 
‘Yet it is not * Which thou givest forth pee 
A dim, sweet twilight voice it is Tell of the singing of the bi 
Where to-day's blue ‘Whose music stilled thy boyish play.” 
Ts over-grayed with mem 
With starry feelings quivered through. Thy voice is like & fountain, 
up in sharp starlight, 
‘Thy voice is like a fountain When the ead bebind the ree 
up in sunshine bright, Dims the low East with faintest white, 
And I never sagt counting Ever darkling, 
Its ela a lone and single, Ever Lier A 
Or when in one h they » We know not if 't Gate 
hooting in melodious it. But, when the great moon bath rolled round, 
And, sudden-slow, its solema 
‘Thine is music such as yields Grows from behind its black, 
Feelings of old brooks and fields, bound, 
ol kd this pent-up room, No spot of dark the fountain keepeth, 
i woudland, free perfume; But, swift as opening eyelids, leapeth 
Oh, thus forever sing to me ! Into a waving silver flower. 
me Oh, thus forever aed 
green, bright grass of chil bring 
to me, THE MOON 
Flowing like an emerald river, 
And the bright blue skies above ! Mx soul was like the sea, 
‘Oh, sing them back, as fresh ns ever, Before the moon was made, 
Into the bosom of my love, — Moaning in vague immensity, 
‘The sunshine and the merriment, Of its own strength afraid, 
‘The unsought, evergreen content, Unrestful and uns 
Of that never cold time, ‘Through every rift it foamed in vain, 
‘The joy, that, like a clear breeze, went About its earthly prison, 
SueapWand threogh the clditine' | Seeking some unkwown thiag in pain, 
‘And sinking restless back again, 
Peace sits within thine eyes, For yet no moon had risen: 
Wen iosetepromibpaaey Patti rest, ried Mids vast dumb moan, 
tl i arise utterless anguish speaking, 
ttatilodies frock oft thy beasts Te ay anbopeul Sank eee 
tite and sings, ‘And lived but in an altmlees seeking. 
. 
i 
—"| _ 


So,yas my sol; ae 
unrest to 0’ 


eoergees 


‘And 
it gabe pag opal 


shee 
icing its waters moet, 
anit ag pence 
moon's silver feet, 
Rees a ool wie sie yea 
When thon, its guardian moon, didst rise, 


d Glad death may pluck thee, bat never be 
As calm and natural as breath, The gold dust of 
‘Moves its great deeps through lifeand death. Hath 





REMEMBERED MUSIC 


A FRAGMENT 


As surfs, one plun; 
jpaeipaad ay ‘ing. ALLEGRA 


‘Hn over esto glans Before 
That never casts a 
Sep ee ae eet ees 
‘A fitful breeze, until they ran So lavishly to all dost pour, 
Up to a sudden ecstasy. ‘That we who drink forget to pine, 


a ae ae And can but dream of bliss in store. 
then, minute-drops 
ftuer Engr soop snp TV ics seaward tatnet thon deeb 
ith sunward instinct tI it 
‘Tn maaan tie ‘a pain And, leaving clouds below at cra 
To lis Gazest undazzled at the skies, 
With al all their blazing splendors rife, 
A songfal lark wit! ith eagle's eyes. 


Thou wast some foundling whom the 


Sone sed langhing, with the milk of — 
A tuxx thou wast when I saw thee first, 
A lily-bud not opened quite, 
By nen Ace al packers pure and white, 
ntide, and evening 


=, eee 











And thou, to lull thine infant rest, 
Wast cradled like an Indian child; 
All t winds from south and west 
lullabios thine ears beguiled, 
theo in thine oriole’s nest, | 


I would more natures were like thine, 
So innocently wild and free, 
Whose sa sad thoughts, even, leap and shine, 
Like sunny wavelets in the sea, 
Making us mindless of the brine, 
In gazing on the brilliancy. 


eget ae 


iter 
Waving so flower-like 
When the winds blow; 


Into the starlight 
in spray, 


Hager st rldmight, 

by day; 

Ever in motion, 
Blithesome and cheery, 


‘Still climbing heavenward, 
Never aweary; 


oer 
U or downward, 
thy rest; 
Full of a nature 
‘Nothing can tame, 


Ries momsel) 
‘sane 5 


Ceasoless aspiring, 
Ceaseless ates 


Tn the old days of awe and keen-eyed 
wonder, 
The Poct’s oe with blood-warm trath 
He saw the mysteries which circle under 
The outs shell and skin of daily life. 
Rrothing $0 hist were) Soeting Salam 


His soul was led by the eternal law; 
“here was ino hope of fbws0 pate 


Bot with ealm, eyes be only saw: 
and 


He did not Cate o'er heroes 
buried, 
Chief-mourner nt the Golden Age's 
hearse, 
Nor deem that gouls whom Charou grim 
had ferried 


Alone were fitting themes of epic verse: 
Ho could believe the promise of tomorrow, 


Soe ms meaning of to~ 


He had a oe faith in holy sorrow 
‘Than the w ss s seeming loss could tako 


To know the heart of all things was his 
uty, 
All things did sing to bim to make hima 
Fee eee Peers 
Beauty, 
‘The soul of ail looked grandly from his 


He gued on all within bim and without 


badharerss the flowing of Time's steady 


And stages ry Steal hot hi 
whispered to him, and he prophe- 


sied. 
‘Than all mon be moro fearless was and 
freer, 























And all his brethren eried with one ac- 


«Behold the holy man! Behold the Seer ! 
‘Him who hath spoken with the unseen 


He hades with large embrace had 
nm 
‘The universal of i 
Ia toes that oot tater severshaken, 
‘The tree of wisdom grew with sturdy 
He could int well the wondrous voices 


Which to the calm and silent spirit come; 
re aoe antes eee 


bum. 
He in his heart was ever meek and humble, 
And yet with kingly pomp his numbers 
ran, 
As he foresaw how all things false should 
ees; lifted soul of 
soul man: 
puaiah weeaceaa Elo 
‘ith all the loveliness of heaven 
earth, 
Out rushed his song, like molten iron glow- 
To show God sitti the humblest 
iting by 


With calmest courage he was ever read; 
To teach that action was the truth of 


And, with arm and purpose firm and 
‘An anchor for the drifting world he 
wrou; 

So did he make the meanest. partaker 
‘Of all his cnbaiktan pares 
All souls did reverence him and name him 
And when he died heaped temples on his 

Yes 
‘And sill bis deathless words of light are 
swimmin, 

























stars, 
Humbling the tyrant, the lowly, 
Maker —oh no! unmaker rather, 
For be sakes who. doth tot allipa 


forth 
‘The power given loving Father 
FE Show the boy drt 
Awake f great splsit of the sper clan 


lls te sere 
‘ge 


‘Truth, 
on her altar all the tender, 
"hi hopes ae yt loving fal of 
¥ 
Ob, prophesy no more the Maker's 
te cot ble cuward footage anal 
1a the dim void, lke tothe awful 
sphere! 
Oh, hesy no more, but be the Poet ! 
is longing was but granted unto thee 
nee o beauty thou couldst feel and 
it, “4 
That bean in its highost thou shouldat 
O thou who moanest tost with sealike long 
int vices call 


Who dimly hearest voices 
Whose soul is overfilled with mi 


ODE 13 





Aiieare'es thers lagers bat  chadbw of 
Wisere still ts. nevd of martyrs and apoe- 
‘There still are texts for never-dying song: 
ese Sider tenga ent pees wilh cliasee 


28, 
Bad bho ts larger measure dost inberit 
What made great forerunners free 


and wise. 
Sit thou enthronéd where the Poet's moun- 


tain 
Above the thunder lifts its silont peak, 
eae thy songs down like a gathering 


fou 
‘They all may drink and find the rest they 
Sing! there shall silence grow in earth and 
heaven, 
eee deo] prea wondering; 
a the any even, 
Bete benr eeaetal like an angel sing. 
am 
Among the toil-worn poor my soul is seck- 
Bor wie shall bring tho Maker's same to 


ity 
To be the voice of that almighty speak 
OiWRiatievery age demands to dc is right. 


Le aed our silken bards environ; 
pe sons be the tongue of this wide 
Mast string his harp with chords of sturdy 


Anil strike it with a toil-imbrownid hand; 
One who bath dwelt with Nature well at- 


tended, 
Who hath learnt wisdom from her mystic 
Whose soul with all her countless lives hath 
blended, 


So that all beauty awes us in his looks; 
Who not with body's waste his soul hath 


pampered, 
Who as the clear northwestern wind is 
Who walks with Form's observances un- 


hampered, 
And follows the One Will obediently; 
Whese like windows on « breezy sum- 


‘Control a lovely prospect every way; 





Who doth not sound God's seu with earthly 


anne 
And find « bottom still of worthless clay ; 
Who heeds not how the lower gusts aro 


Br 
Knowing that one sure wind blows on 
above, 
And sees, beneath the foulest faces lurking, 
Oue aoa shrine of reverence and 
loves 
Who sees all stars that wheel their shining 
marches 
Around the centre fixed of Destiny, 
Whore the encircling soul serene o’erarches 
The betthee ee of yy. te asky; 
Who feels God and wren’s grent 
deeps are nearer 
Him to whose heart his fellow-man is 
Who doth not hold his soul's own freedom 
dearer 
Than that of all his brethren, low or 


high; 
Who to the Right can feel himself the truer 
or being ationt with the wron, 
SW iho vosue leotiiee atts ovil- doar, 
And finds in Love the heart’s-blood of his 


song; — 
‘This, this ix he for whom the world is wait- 


“ate} 
To sing the beatings of its mighty heart, 
Too Tong hath it ban patient with the grat- 


ing 
OF serannel-pipes, and heard it misnamed 
rt. 


To him the smiling soul of man shall listen, 
Laying awhile its erown of thorns aside, 
And once again in every eye shall glisten 
The glory of a nature satisfied. 
His verse shall have a great commanding 
motion, 
Heaving and swelling with « melody 
Learnt of the sky, the river, and the ocean, 
And all the pure, majestic things that be. 
Awake, then, thou! we pine for thy great 
presence 
To ae us feel the soul once more sub- 
ime, 
We are of far too infinite an essence 
To rest contented with the lies of Time. 
Speak oe ! and lo! « hush of deepest won- 


ler 
Shall sink o'er all this many-voieiid seene, 

As when a sudden burst of rattling thunder 
Shatters the blacness of a sky serene. 








16 EARLIER POEMS 

‘What doth the poor man’s son inherit ? “Take this rose,” he sighed, “ and throw 

Stout muscles and a sinewy heart, ‘Where there ’s none that loveth me. 

‘A hardy frame, a hardier spirit; On the rock the billow bursteth 

King of two bands, he does his pert ‘And sinks back into the seas, 

In every useful toil and art; Bat in vain my spirit thirsteth 

A heritage, it seems to me, So to burst be at ease. 

‘A king might wish to hold in fee. Take, O sea! the tender blossom 
‘That hath lain against my breast; 

‘What doth the poor man’s son inherit ? On thy black and angry 

Wishes o’erjoyed with humble things, ‘It will find a surer rest. 

‘A rank adjudged by toil-won merit, Life is vain, and love is hollow, 


Content that from employment springs, 
‘A beart that in his labor sings; 
A heritage, it seems to me, 

‘A king might wish to bold in fee. 


‘What doth the poor man’s son inherit ? 
A patience learned of being poor, 
rage, if sorrow come, to bear it, 
A fellow-feeling that is sare 
To make the outcast bless his door; 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
A hing might wish to bold in fee. 


O rich man’s son! there is a toil 
That with all others level stands; 
obarity doth never soil, 
Bat oaly whiten, soft white hands; 
This is the best crop from thy lands, 
A heritage, it seems to me, 
‘Worth being rich to hold in fee. 
oO man’s son! scorn not thy state; 
re is worse weariness than thine, 
In merely being rich and great; 
Toil oaly gives the soul to shine, 
And makes rest fragrant and benign; 
A beritage, it seems to me, 
‘Worth being poor to bold in fee. 
Both, beirs to some six feet of sod, 
Are equal in the earth at last: 
Bosh, el 0 of the same dear God, 
Prove title to your heirship vast 
By record of 2 wellilled past: 
A beritage, it seems to me. 
Well worth a life to bold in fee. 


THE ROSE: A BALLAD 


Is his tower sat the pose 
(Gasing on the roaring a. 





folloy 

unger follow 
‘Him that toileth for bis kind.” 

Forth into the night he hurled it, 
And with bitter smile did mark 

How the surly tempest whirled it 
Swift into the hungry dark. 

Foam and spray drive beck to leeward, 
And the gale, with dreary moan, 

Drifts the helpless blossom seaward, 
Through the breakers all alone. 


Tracing words upon the sand: 
“Shall lene then bebold 


Be the spirit of his song ? 


Touch not, sea, the letters 
T have traced thy shore, 
Spare his name wi purit fetters 


" Swells the tide and overflows it, 


Bat, with omen pure and meet, 
Brings a little rose, and throws it 
Humbly at the maiden’s feet. 
Fall of bliss she takes the token, 


“Love is thine. O heart ! and sarely 
Peace shall also be thine own, 

For the heart that trusteth purely 
‘Never long can pine alone.” 


ur 


With wonder sweet and dim. 





ROSALINE 7 





Up the beach the ocean slideth Like thee let this soul of mine 
ith a of ‘Tuke hue from that wherefor 
Sake ot silence = ae red and ee 
‘Through the peaceful night, ‘ot i) vine. 
Sp a paged " 
lows a maiden’ cen ae ee en ! ca 
Maiden lips, with love grown > are 
Kiar bay snoomsit forged are. Wilttjey aod love of His who vent thee 
« Life is joy, and love is power, And for the fulfilling sense 
Death all fetters doth unbind, Of that glad obedience 
Strength and wisdom only flower Which made thee all that Nature meant 
vba we tll forall our kind. thee ! 
is trath, — the future give! 
More than it takes meer, ROSALINE 
pe Nemser Gad teers toy ts day.” Trov look'dst all yesternight, 
earner to day,’ jou lool on me 
iain thecaaSden uilere?: ‘Thine eyes were blue, thy hair was bright 
Fallest hearts are slow to speak, As when we murmi our trotheplight 
But a withered rose-leaf fluttered Beneath the stars, 
Down upon the poet's cheek. hair was braided on thy head, 
As on the day we two were wed, 
‘Mine eyes scarce knew if thou wert dead, 
SONG But my shrunk heart knew, Rosaline f 
Viourr! sweet violet ! ‘The death-watch ticked behind the wall, 
‘Thine eyes are full of tears; ¢ blackness rastled like a pall, 
‘Are they wet The moaning wind did rise and fall 
Even yet ‘Among the bleak pines, Rosaline ! 
With the thought of other ? My heart. thickly in mine ears: 
Or with gladness are they full, ‘The lids may shut out fleshly fears, 
For the night Bat still the spirit sees and hears, 


80 iful, 
And longing for those far-off spheres? | Its eyes are lidless, Rosaline ! 
Loved one of outh thou wast A sear ae 5 ddenly, 
wy 30 it, wi su lenly, 


Of my merry youth, ‘A knowing some ill shape is ni 
Lee, A wish for death a fecrto tie 
pate Is not this vengeance, Rosaline ? 
All the fair and sunny past, AA loneliness that is not lone, 
All its openness and A love quite withered up and gone, 
Ever fresh and green in thee A strong soul ousted from its throne, 
As the moss is in the sea. What wouldst thou further, Rosaline ? 


‘Thy little heart, that hath with love | "Tis drear such moonless nights as these, 
Grown colored like the sky above, Strange sounds are out upon the breeze, 
i ed And the leaves shiver in the trees, 





Can it know And then thou comest, Rosaline ! 
All the woe T soem to hear the mourners 
Of hope for what returneth never, With long eae tealling slow, 
All the sorrow and the longing And plumes anodding to and fro, 
To these hearts of ours belonging ? ‘As once I heard them, Rosaline ! 
‘Out on it! no foolish pini Thy shroud is all of white, 
For the sky me And, in the middle of the night, 
Dims thine eye, ‘Thou standest moveless and upright, 
Or for the stars so calmly shining; Gazing upon me, Rosaline ! 
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‘There is no sorrow in thine e} T Woe ’s me ! I know that love so high 

But evermore that meek surprise, — | AAs thine, true soul, could never die, 

O God ! thy gentle spirit tries | And with mean clay in churchyard lie, — 

To deem me guiltless, Rosaline ! ‘Would it might be 80, Rosaline ! 

sere thy grave the robin sings, 

swarms of bright and happy things A REQUIEM 

Fist all about with Seni wings 2 

But I am cheerless, Rosaline ! Ay, ale and silent maiden, 

‘The violets in the hillock toss, Cold as thou liest there, 

‘The gravestone is o'ergrown with moss; Thine was the sunniest nature 

For uature feels not any loss, That ever drew the air; 

But I am cheerless, Rosaline ! The wildest and most way 

: ‘And yet so gently oak A 

I did not know when thou wast dead; Thou seemedst but to body 

‘A blackbird whistling overbead ‘A breath of summer wind. 

‘Thrilled through my brain; I would have 

fled, Into the eternal shadow 

But dared not leave thee, Rosaline! ‘That girds our life around, 

The sun rolled down, and very soon, Into the infinite silence 

Like a great fire, the awful moon Wherewith Death’s shore is bound, 

Rose, stained with blood, and then a swoon Thou hast gone forth, belovéd ! 

Crept chilly o’er me, Rosaline ! And I were mean to wee} 
That thou hast left Life’s ws, 

‘The stars came out; and, one by one, ‘And dost possess the Deep. 

Each angel from his silver throne 

Looked down and saw what I bad done: Thon liest low and silent, 

I dared not hide me, Rosaline ! Thy heart is cold and still, 

I crouched; I feared thy corpse would cry Thine eyes are shut forever, 

‘Against me to God's silent sky. And Death hath bad his will; 

I thought I saw the blue lips try He loved and would have taken, 

To utter something, Rosaline ! I loved and would bave kept, 
We strove, — and he was stronger, 

I waited with a maddened grin And I have never wept. 

To hear that voice all icy thin 

Slide forth and tell my deadly sin Let him possess thy body, 

To hell and heaven, Rosaline! ‘Thy soul is still with me, 

But no voice came, and then it seemed, More sunny and more gladsome 

That, if the very corpse had screamed, ‘Than it was wont to be: 

‘The sound like sunshine glad had streamed ‘Thy body was a fetter 

Through that dark stillness, Rosaline ! ‘That bound me to the flesh, 
‘Thank God that it is broken, 

And then, amid the silent night, And now I live afresh! 

I screamed with horrible delight, 

And in my brain an awful light Now I can see thee clearly; 

Tid seem to crackle, Rosaline ! The dusky cloud of clay, 











It is my curse ! sweet memories fall That hid thy starry spirit, 
From me like snow, and only all Is rent and blown away: 
Of that one night, like cold worms, crawl To earth I give thy body, 
My doomed heart over, Rosaline ! ‘Thy spirit to the sky, 

I saw its bright wings growing, 
Why wilt thou haunt me with thine eyes, And knew that thou mast fly. 
Whervin such blessed memories, 
Such pitying forgiveness lies, Now I can love thee truly, 


Than hate more bitter, Rosaline ! For nothing comes between 











But the tuft of moss before him 
from pole ve teri 
out "8 
a tender violet. 
“God! I thank thoo,” ssid the Prophet; 
“ Hard of heart and blind was I, 
ing to the holy mountain 
gift of prophecy. 


i 
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ae 


nature, 
faith in lowly things, 
then have sought me, 
free my spirit's wings. 
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L 
pak 
a 
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oO inal dark and dewy, 
The low wind tenes 
. Ye murmur in my dream 


O river, dim with distance, 
a Flaw thas forever by, 


of my existence 

ithin your heart doth lio ! 
O stars, ye saw our meetin, 
eataieae entice # 


‘Two hearts so madly beating 
To mioglé ant be wine 





Iiceaes eid Uoasiial ba light and air, 
Would be as fruitless as a stream which still 








‘Thou find’st it not? I pray thee look 
Look invard through the depths of thine 
How i wi he Art thon sound and 
Freon Saar show thee no earthly 
Bo eaten i 

Then will pease rel 
ae 

¥: 
TO THE SPIRIT OF KEATS 
Great Seog thou sittest with me in my 


Uplifting me with thy vast, 


ED oa hte hse 


ray ag a bring sud- 

e BeeE who lonely cries, 
with the poet's agonies, 

Neg! i rites soar, aka seem a certain 


Yes! a few words which, like great 
thunder-drops, 

‘Thy heart down to earth shook doubt- 

Thrilled 


"By the inward Hghtsing’ of Hs 
Shall mack fie gteroai sherds of Desens 
FO en ne sor arias at eee 
ve 
Great Truths are portions of the soul of 
‘mans 





Sona of Beat 
that eer through true 
With Lote toasege, 0 foe Kina aa 


= 


vir 
T asx not for those thoughts, that sudden 
From sen, like the isle-seeming 


wie ae stenafastcoral-stem 
toil 
et wy ev ae et 
ee 
ny 
ale 
Where, mid tall palms, aiies eane-roofed 
ea 
aritg the leaves and loving God’s dear 
‘power. 
vit 


‘TO M. W., ON HER BIRTHDAY 


‘Maren, when such a soul as thine is born, 
‘The morning - 


stars their ancient music 





deed its harmony shalt break, 
shalt to that high chime thy footsteps 


Turns fies most darksome passes un- 


“Therefore from thy pure faith thon shalt 
Sakasi thy pr 














1x 
My Love, tans fear that thou shouldst 


Albeit Tak ofr ie chan this 
Whose uumbering-clock is still thy gentle 


kiss, 
While Time and Peace with hands en- 
locked fyy 
‘Yet care I not wi eee 
Wee live and love, well knowing that there is 
ede cient) for those who feel the 


OF Faith an their most lofty yearnings 
Love hat Sata Pay a 


4 
o find woe morn, that thou bade gone 
Sines, with thy love, this Knowledge too 
Wek "lean, aay sth ‘cirengtbed 
‘That the fy wh love ae but one tp fom 


x 
I canxor think that thou shouldst pass 


away, 
Whose life to mine is an eternal law, 
A piece of nature that can have no flaw, 
‘A new and certain sunrise every day; 
Bat, if thou art to be another ray 
About the Sun of Life, and art to live 
Free from what part of thee was fugitive, 
‘The debt of Love I will more fully pay, 
Not downcast with the thonght of thee so 


high, 
But rather faised to be a nobler man, 
‘And more divine in my humanity, 
As knowing that the waiting eyes which 
sean 
My life are lighted by a purer bein, 
And ask high, calm. vod deeds with 3 
agreeing. 
XI 
‘Tere never yet was flower fair in vain, 
Let classic poets rhyme it as they will; 
The seasons toil that it may blow again, 
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And summer's heart doth feel its every ill; 

Nor is true soul ever born for naughts 

‘Wherever any such hath lived and died, 

There hath been something for true free- 
dom wrought, 

Some bulwark levelled on the evil side: 

Toil on, then, Greatness ! thou art in the 
right, 

However narrow souls may call thee 


wrong; 
Be as thou wouldst be in thine own clear 
sight, 
‘And s0 thon shalt be in the world’s erelong; 
For worldlings cannot, struggle as they 


may, 
‘From man’s great soul one great thought 
hide away. 


xIL 
SUB PONDERE CRESCIT 
Tae hope of Truth grows stronger, day by 


Ys 
I hear the soul of Man around me waking, 
Like a great sea, its frozen fetters break- 
ing, 
‘And fiinglag up to heaven its sunlit spray, 
‘Toasing huge continents in seornful play, 
‘And crushing them, with din of grinding 
thunder, 
That makes old emptinesses stare in won- 
er; 
‘The memory of a glory passed away 
Lingers in every heart, ss, in the shell, 
Resounds the bygone freedom of the sea, 
‘And every hour new signs of promise tell, 
That the great soul shall once again be free, 
For high, and yet more high, the murmurs 


swell 
Of inward strife for truth and liberty. 
Xx 


Brzoven, in the noisy city here, 
The thought of thee can make all turmoil 


cease; 
Around my spirit, folds thy spirit clear 

Its still, soft arms, and circles it with 

peace; 

‘There is no room for any doubt or fear 

In souls s0 overfilled with love's increase, 
There is no memory of the bygone year 
Bat growth in heart’s and spirit’s perfect 


ease: 
‘How hath our love, half nebulous at first, 





Rounded itself into a full-orbed sun ! 

How have oar lives and wills (as haply erst 
They were, ere this forgetfulness begun) 
Through all their earthly distances out- 


arst, 
And melted, like two rays of light in one ! 
xIV 


ON READING WORDSWORTH’S SONNETS 
IN DEFENCE OF CAPITAL PUNISHMENT 


‘These sonnets, XIV-XIX, when printed in 
The Democratic Review for’ May, 1842, bore 
merely the title Sonnets. 


‘As the broad ocean endlessly upheaveth, 

With the majestic beating of his heart, 

‘The mighty tides, whereof ite rightful part 

Esch sea-wide bay and little weed receiv- 
by 


eth, 
So, through his soul who earnestly believeth, 
Life from the universal Heart doth flow, 
Whereby some conquest of the eternal 


‘oe, 

By instinct of God’s nature, he achieveth: 
A fuller pulse of this all-powerful beauty 
Into the poet’s gulf-like heart doth tide, 
‘And he more keenly feels the glorious duty 
Of serving Trath, despised and crucified, — 
Happy, unknowing sect or creed, to rest, 
And feel God flow forever through his 


xv 
THE SAME CONTINUED 


Once hardly in a cycle blossometh 
A flower-like soul ripe with the seeds of 


song, 

A spirit foreordained to cope with wrong, 

Whose divine thoughts are natural as 
breath, 


Who the old Darkness thickly scattereth 

With starry words, that shoot prevailing 
ight 

Into the “eeps, and wither, with the blight 

Of serene rath, the coward heart of 
Death: 

‘Woe, if such spirit thwart its errand high, 

And mock with lies the longing soul of 
man ! 

Yet one age longer must true Culture lie, 

Soothing her bitter fetters as she can, 

Until new messages of love outstart 

At the next beating of the infinite Heart. 





SONNETS 
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at its highest, prophesies 
Sees Meititial vin case ent 
Wo Gollike thing knows aught of leas and 
But widens to the boundless Porfectness. 


xvii 
‘THE SAME CONTINUED 
ate think not the Pust is wise 


| “For Youur aes fl ap Best, 
i ae as the n 
‘Winns ga-n things to Heaven 


pe 





ie Ae eee eel ate 


Present and futur azo to her as ash 
While she in glorious madness doth fore= 


east 
That perfect which seems a flower 
fall own 


To each new Prophet, and yet alway 
Faller nnd fuller with ench da nat bay 
Heartening the soul with odor of fresh 


Ani looglage high; and. guahings ‘of wide 


er, 
Yet eter shal be ally blown 
Save in the forethought of the Eternal 
ne. 
‘XIX 


THE SAME CONCLUDED 


Fan ’yond this narrow t of Time, 
With oye raplite, Shy poate woul shout 


Toto the Endless Promise, nor should brook 
One przing doubt to shake his faith sub- 


‘Te im ho earths Ja aver tn bar prime 

And dewiness of f morning he can see 
Wh th , from all eternity, 

yi _ teeming womb of sin and 

Hits goal aboedd te bearer) any bar, 

His nobleness should be so reetize high, 

Tht his east deed is perfect ns a star, 

His common look ma; as the sky, 

{And all o'orflooded with a light from fa 

Undimmed by clouds of mortality. 


Xx 


TO M. 0. S 
Mary Orne Story, sister to William Wetmore 
Story, afterwant married to George Ticknor 


Marr, since first I knew thee, to this hour, 
My love bath deepened, with my wiser 


sense 
Of what in Woman is to reverence; 
‘Thy clear heart, fresh as o'er was 
flower, 
xa ‘more to m6 its beauteous 
But we sree se bush, — Love asks no 
jence 
To Pe itself well-placed; we know not 
whence 


Still 





Its 
And ure by day and night, by sun and 


TD Sccsnatly 66 Sead bean oes 
‘To us the leafless autumn is not 
Btce winter's aaslling (Gonghe Jack Sasty 
Our atte, hearts make summer's ful- 
ere 
No leat, or bud, or blossom 
For nature’s life in love's deep lit 
Love,—whose forgetfulness i 
Whose mystic key these cells of Thou and I 
tA eae lom openeth, 
And makes the body's dark and narrow 


Mie wilson losves of Heavon's.cwa 
palace-gate. 


XXII 
IN ABSENCE 
‘Turse iuased, wintry days I searce could 


Dia T not Know that, inthe early 
When wild Mar ‘winds upon 


Mion wos tan, uring on this still 

Like toss same winds, when, startled from 

ie. hunt up violets, and free swift brooks 
ete even as thy clear looks 

loom, and sing, and break 

ay ape Weill Waloomns. tala tha Atoll 

My rvs shall find their April in thine 


- 
Bara thive the rein'in dreaniy clouds doth 
stay, 


ring, 
ir or 





As loath to fall out of those happy skies; 
ok eaess ny ao ee art een 


XXUI 
WENDELL PHILLIPS 
His stood roe. te aan oe 


neue ea enemy swords, 
He scorned their that Gia ot tee rel eae 


And, casts eas ela flowery 
Heard the cold serpent hiss; therefore he 
‘And busily joined! ‘bi to Gis eS 

and fool, yet well content 


Fanatic named, 
Ro ne 
1 solemn sending 
all the wi veins of end~ 


XXIV 
THE STREET 


Oe etl ae 


cas of mer, that howe 
Post Xi Bodies round Chem ke 


nds 

Wh their souls were buried Hy 

They trampled on Pobcias 

‘They cast their hope of haman-kind 

Wit praia ‘Ee a eenel oe 

And emer — and hes spits tne 
to a 

Lol how they wander round the world, 
their grave, 

Whose ever-guping maw by such is fed, 

Gibbering at living so and idly rave, 

“ We only truly live, but ye are dead.” 

Alas! poor fools, the anointed eye may 
trace 

A dead soul's epitaph in every face 1 


XXVI 
TO J. R. GIDDINGS 
En atl far ae names than thine 
on the lips of men; 
frat then aka w sn hy on racial known, 
As one who bravel pe eee rae 


As best befits « freeman, — even for those 
‘To whom our Law’s unblushing front de- 


‘A right to plead agninst the lifelong woes 
the Negro's glimpee of Free- 


Fear nothing, and hope all things, as the 


coat may do Sets rer ben 
Ignorance and ancient 


With a base dread that clings to them for- 


XVII 


love at full, but I did err; 
wreath oer mine eyes; I 
‘could not see 








Poor windfalls « of unripe 
camels plucked Thaaeliy tye TE childish 


Not patient to await more full-blown flow 


ers, — 
At least it hath seen more of life and mon, 
And ponies: more, and grown a shade 


ore sad; 
‘ot: with no lose of hopo or settled trast 
In the benignness of that Providence 
Which shapes from out our elements awry 
‘The graco and order that we wonder st, 
‘The mystic harmony of right and wrong, 
Both working out His wisdom and our 


A trust, Beloved, chiefly learned of thee, 

Who hast that gift of patient tenderness, 

Tho instinctive wisdom of a woman’s heart. 

‘They tell us that our land was made for 
song, 

With iis luge rivers and sky-piercing 
ike lakes and mighty cataracts, 

Is forests vast and hoar, and prairies 

And Heer that tell of wondrous 


But ves springs not from rocks 


Her eon ne cradle are the human 





= 
(DroniAtci rare, fax thar thoughta ware sure, 
When we have sat by ocean's foaming 


And watched the waves leap roaring on the 


‘Than Leander and his Hero had, 
Gazing from Sestos to the other shore. 


her, 
Stars rise and set, and eome and go 
Even as they did in Homer's elder time, 


ieee Nagar’ 
iteeeear ps bef 
preach es fore 
‘The freedom and divinity of man, 
The glorious claims of human brother- 
Which to pay nobly, as a freeman should, 
Gains the sole wealth that will not fly 
away, — 
‘And the soul's fealty to none but God. 
are realities, which make the shows 
Of outward Nature, be they ne'er so grand, 
Seem rae and worthless, and contempti- 


le. 
‘These are the mountain-summits for our 
bards, 













hearts, 

Wiasenestlod he eee ea ee 

And Ea eae though clad with angel- 
wi 

lose-clipped, 40 bop about (xen Seana 

In of dend men’s dead 
Muga? 

Oh, rather, like the skylark, soar and sing, 

And let our gushing songs befit the dawn 

And sunrise, and the yet unshaken dew 

Brimming the chalice of each full-blown 

Whose blithe front turns to greet the 
growing day ! 

Never had poets such high call before, 

Never can poets hope for higher one, 

And, if they be but faithful to their trast, 


Earth will remember them with love and joy, 
And oh, far better, God will not af 


For be who settles Freedom's 
i 
Falsehood to 


Writes the death-warrant of 
the heart, 

And his mere word makes despots tremble 
more 






Who speaks the truth stabs 









VENVOT 
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1 not for this 
bus tame his eagle soul 
the daws that perch in 
friendless, on an unknown sea, 
Coping with mad waves more mutin- 
OUs 5 
Baitted he ith the dreadful ache at honzt 


ee aps with devilish subtleties of 
‘The hermit of that loneliost solitude, 

silent desert of a great New Thought; 

is were to-day struck 


fill the ‘world. shall 


thunder worthy of the poet's son; 
Geldch alone can fll {e with true life 


‘The high evangel to our country granted 


Soll aa apostles, yea, with tongues of 
of he er back again to 
"2s tho soul only that is wational, 
And he who pays true loyalty to 

Alone can claim the wreath of patriotism. 


Beloved ! if I wander far and oft 
From that which I believe, and feel, and 


Thon wie fabgivastook, wiihsa ect 
Bat with a strengthened hope of better 
Knowin; eT, though often bind and 
ee oh, more false than 


Unto myself, have been most true to thee, 
And that whoso in one thing hath been 


true 
Can be as true in all, Therefore thy hope 
May yet not prove unfruitful, and thy love 
Meet, day by day, with less unworthy 


Whether, as now, we journey hand in hand, 
parted in the body, yet are one 
oly things. 


Or, 
Tn spirit and the love o! 


MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 


Wirex Lowell pablished his second volume, 
Posms, in 1843, he opouod it with A 
use dottaea its tee fol iS 


i 
z 


A 
mee 
BF 
Hi 
: 

3 


8 
stands in 
isivousber us an 






But tho admiration which 
for another loses half its worth, 
ity of making itself 

It by that Abbot of Un- 
we call the World. For the 
true fon is no uncer- 


tain oracle of the verdict of Posterity,— the 
iced the right of tal bya. peer, and to 
ght of trial by its peers, and to 
‘which none bet siagere and real Grestnioes oan 
appeal with an unwavering heart, ‘There the 
faloo witnesses of to-day will be unable to 
pent, being fled to some hospitable Texas in 
the realms of Litabo, beyond the sphero of ite 
jurisdiction and the sammons of its apparitors. 
Thave never seen tho works of the Great 
Masters of your Art, but I have studied their 
lives, and sure Tam that no nobler, gentler, or 
anointed 


urer spirit than was ever 
The" Etermal Beauty to 


= = bear that pers of her 
ivine message which it belongs to 
Painter te aarelis 
mursuits, of an in 

aie Rieacell oe for the 
ou wil forge tee pets fel 
you ive 

over you, namely, of 
miration in pablo whiok Thave 
to utter in private. You will believe, 
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PART FIRST 


Fark as a summer dream was M: 
‘Such as ino poet's soul might 


start, 

Musing of old loves while the moon doth 
‘set: 

Her hair was not more sunny than her 


‘Though like a natural golden coronet 
Tt circled her dear head with careless 


art, 
Mocking the sunshine, that would fai 
have lent =i 
To its frank grace a richer ornament. 
w 
His loved one’s could poet ever speak, 
Basanver tices ma does oece 
But, voile he atrives, the choicest phrase, 
‘Their glad reflection in his spirit blurs; 





Ont of his when he to tell it 
Lake Deja domed ww more fo 
‘The mortal who revealed her loveliness. 

mm 
ear bea 
Res it cou! peg 
light, 


ight, 
Floating beneath the blue sky all alone, 
net wane hy nd wom 


‘The heart grows richer that its lot is poor, 


God blesses want with larger sympa- 
thies, 


eyes; 
So M: t’s heart a softer beauty wore, 
‘And. ew in gentleness and patience 
wise, 
For she was but a simple herdsman’s child, 
A lily chance-sown in the rugged wild. 
cA 


‘There was no heauty of the wood or field 
Bat she its fragrant bosom-seeret knew, 


2 nce 
nea ee 
‘And looked loto ber heart fk lee 
‘That lft i fll of sylvan memories 


lan 


| ll 


A LEGEND OF BRITTANY 


agecres Prt 


Bie eee ce eens with «fr alge 
of memory’s best contentment 


a = ce 
Into the strangest heart would weleome 


oS ee to become 
ada the chosen 


v 
oer 
Of ull the greenest depths of country 
And into cach one’s heart was freshly 
What was to him the sweetest time of 
So waar | Se 
ot the first violet on a woodland lea 

Beamod » more visible gift of Spring than 


vu 
Tore learned only out of " books ? 
Meters at Seeiceshas tai the’ deeply 
nunneries of silent nooks, 
Te gpalealede reer a 
‘That could make it di of li 
aid Margaret dream of love- 
‘And stir a thrilling mystery in her blood 


More: secret than Ai tear 
sot faltie Vanve of en oghaere? 


1x 
‘Fall many a sweet forewarning hath the 
- 


a whispering of vague desire, 
i jtitiataie desioed ts wabiod.” 





fia the leaves, before the wind 
‘the green strings of the forest 








ints dim recuse pines the 


eae ard a sri png ne 


bol es td nat htt eee 
tone 


‘Tremble from the divine abyss to cheer it, 
Yet still it knows that there is one 

Before whom it can kneel and tribute 

‘At once a happy vassal and a king. 


xI 


Whom wo can bare our inmost beauty to, 
Nor feel deserted afterwards, —for this 
But with our destined co-mate we can 


Seoh longing instingt Bills the mighty mope 
OF the Fog sul with pg en 


ge 


secrets; 
ooo 
‘et oft to ‘scl we 
‘o pay her owt and’ sonnl i Se 


Of ver love's promised graces: — haply 
Miranda’ ‘8 had pictured Lae re: 
Long ere the gan = tossed him 


xm 

A cere star that swims the lonely 
Unwed and longing for the 

Whose beams, the brides of the lavish 

Fe en ae 
ler ue was) vetoing os 
OF ote teat 


The clouds with gold, a tatu 
For him who caine to hold her heart 
















And ish e knew 
ost Ueagity Aimmap lags to 
nT hills sloped upward all around peed le kanes Sea 
eer ne ae | ene oe tet 
be ‘Tha citcored back fy ooeaeea ranpeeagt 
“From some huge Titan's brow to lighten blue. 































hima, 
Agus a5, ieee open the poe, zxvE 
‘> oer had mossed it to the eit earl ee Saye him, but she felt no 
r adamantine mail, 
Did so encircle her; and yet her head 
Ribs drooped d, and made her golden hair 
"Dim vistas, sprinkled o'er with sun-flecked 
“Wound through the thickset trunks on | — Then faded, and anon she stood all 
T As snow o’er which a blush of 
window in its blazing pride, 
(roel baat Xxvut 
‘ She thought of Tristrem and of Lancilot, 
might, 
would into lor start, | And how that dell was deemed a haunted 
ng the labored panes of richest art. 
eaning once against the old oak’s 
such was the young Tem- 


1, 
: ‘centuries it grew Her like 
Ewes til dll, tha heaat of onslds doe Bae 
XXHT 
‘Through which a glow of rosiest lustre 
every side, 
‘And, toward the west, in faney might be Buddeniy rediens, and as soon grows 
Of all her dreams, and of kind fairies’ 
XXIV 
come; unseen, the faloon 





old delight, — 
‘Then, starting up awake, she would have 
Yot slitost wished {¢ might not be alone: 






XXVITE 





Hee Chay eat kee toes Oe 


w 
And how all life seemed focussed into one 
‘Thought-dazzling spot that set ablaze the 


blood, 
What need to tell? Fit language there 
is none 
For the heart’s deepest things. Who ever 
As in his boyish hope he would have. 
For, when the soul is fallety the 
tongue 
Voicelessly trembles like a Inte 
XXIX 
But all things earry the heart's messages: 
"And know it noby nor doth the heare well 


Wy 
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_ And He can see that always at the door 
hearts the an; re yor 
to return and cancel all its debt. 


Vv 
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ME 
He fell as doth the tempter ever 
Even in the gaining of his 
3 
God doth not work a8 man works, but 
makes all 
Ts ceisled paths of ill to goodness: 
Let him judge Margaret! If to be the 
Tia Wife ros hi cea aaa 
WW has loa ct gras ame Someone eta 
vin 
Grim-hearted world, that look’st with Le- 
vite eyes: 
‘On those poor fallen by too much faith in 
man, 
She that upon thy freezing threshold lies, 
Rearred to 'niors Waxing! as 
Seeking that refuge because foulest vico 
More godlike than thy virtue is, whose 


3] 
Shuts Paiiiereriaiedniy: is more free 
‘To enter heaven than thou shalt ever be ! 


vit 


Thon wilt not let her wash thy dainty feet 
TN ueok tals hinge aus teanapes apa 


them, soft that sit’st at meat 
ith him who made her such, and 


spenk'’st him fair, 
Leaving God's wandering lamb the while to 


Unheeded, shivering in the pitiless air: 
Thou hast made prisoned virtue show more 


wan 
And haggard than a vice to look upon. 
1x 
Now many months flew by, and weary 
w 


To Mary the sight of hay i 
Blight talon ait ba Dewees feataat ae 
laws 
ous wings 
Wherewith it wont to soar; yet not un- 
true, 
be ar much, her woman's 
nature 


| 
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"Be ite first pure belief, and with ead 
Monks backward fer the gate of Paradise. 


ppopeip heer peas pate came less 
eee frowned where spring had 
In his Tees von Walt Mes saditns 
And in her silent patience loved him 
erat Mad iacis ‘har soft heart yot nase 


Rear a Ain pike ae oe Sebo 

Which made her tenderer, as she felt it 
move 

Beneath her breast, a refuge for her love. 

XI 

This babe, she thought ld ‘ly brin; 
abe; ght, would surely bring 

And be a bond forever them between; 


Before its eyes the sullen tempest-rack 
pres Sos and leave the face of heaven 


And lowe cect doth more than fill the 
as a) in his absence withered the heart's 
And yet a dim foreboding still would fit 
Between her and her hope to darken it. 
xIr 
She could not figure forth a happy fate, 
Ben fr thsi egal eureas sete 


The earth as needs be doubly desolate 
To — searee parted from a fairer 


Such boding heavier on her bosom ante 
One sight as, standing in the twilight 


gloat 
She stained’ hee eyes beyond that dizzy 
‘verge 
At whose foot faintly breaks the future’s 
surge. 
xm 


Poor little spirit ! naught but shame and woe 
Nurse the sick heart whose lifeblood 


Yet not those only ; lore hi 
‘As for thy sake makes sorrow more 
divine: 


th triamphed 80, 





Sea a 


born in 
an eeonlad tre tig 
Sailes to self, and cals it Provideaes. 
xiv 
As hus she roused, a shadow seemed to 
See bor thought; and tum ta daaiteoel 
‘All blissful bs id y memories, 
And’ the quick blood would eurdle op 
ress 

About: her er bs, which seemed to shut its — 
A inh tt, as who with shuddering — 


Harks through the gloom and dreads e’en 
now to feel 

Throw gh his hot breast the iy alido of 
steel. 


xv 
Bat, at that hoart-boat, while i dread she 


Tn the low wind the boneysuoklon ‘ 
A See thrill fits through the bere 


Ana ening forth, sho saw, as in a 
Within ons wood the moonlight's shadowy 
Night's « harry heart yearning to hers | 
doth seem, 

And the aes aay sky, full-hearted with the 
| 


Folds round her all the happiness of Sumas 
XVI 
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xv 
See 
ee 
To beat bim ‘of the hope ‘most 

For he bad spared no thought’s or deed’s 
‘expense, 


and his wish to eli 
Teaskee ah A plies edocg 


beget lo 


e courtyard a is 
r blowing jewels 


ne; Mordred turned away, 
r ‘the wtone face did 


not tell 











last; the evening-star arose, 
sobbing nt ky grow rl a 


ye ihe fifa Where tn to ff 
Soren tae 
estiag ned waiting there with 

tarsi A young dream’s rudely scattered 


XXIT 


rea 


omg Gee ne oan ma 


Unmoved by murder from her trusting 


Sail on him as Heaven smiles on Hell, 
a sad love, remembering when he 


the unsealer of her heart, 
ly dreams the holiest part. 


XXII 
wo tee ee knowing what 

(So Msn tale.) benocth’ tbe’ siler 
Ta the hgh chr the lieing ore be 


And then, to “scape that suffocating air, 
ibe a'gared, gical ‘out of the porch he 


But ‘his tained exes saw blood-spots 
And pees faces thrust themselves be- 


tween 
His soul and hopes of peace with blasting 
mien. 


old chronicle 
and 


Not fallen 
Of all her 


XXIV 


His heart went ont within him like a ons 
Dropt in the sea; wherever he 


To turn Bit ayes bare 
Pale aiarares lying dead; 


Of her fosse 


hair seemed in the 
‘To spread a glory, and a 
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More strangely pale and beautiful she Sas ee 


tokens of delight, 
Her sles wad his conscience through Whee glances meet, —then silent 
through. ouse 
er Spread o'er the multitude by slow degrees. 
Or visions of past days, —a mother's eyes Se 

ae down on the fair boy at her | Then swelled the organ: up through choir 
Win bar upturned face to hers re- trembled with an inward thrill 
‘Of bliss at its own grandeur: wave tate 

Tea pew ecaiatiinea: or Margaret mourn- I he ee 


iGuted oxi him fall of doubt, as one who 
tries 


‘To crush belief that does love injury; 
‘Then she would wring her hands, but soon 


again 
Love's nee glimmored out through 
enty pet 


XXVI 
Meanwhile he dared not made eat 
‘The silent, dead-cold sin; 
Hated uot tesrcl the Lite bor Gat dell 


clay, 
‘Those open eyes that showed the death 
ny 
Would surely stare him mad; yet all the 
da: 
A ea impats, rebaricé his will could 


Mocatige, seach finger fn the also, 
resin with his a ee eeseasting 


xxv 


Now, on the second day there was to be 
A festival in church: T troea far aod Some 
Came epee a ‘the sunburnt peasantry, 
SS ‘and dames with stately an- 


with as if all fatrie 
Di quaint halls on, a it 
were, 
‘The illuminated marge of some old book, 
While we were gazing, life and motion took. 


XXVOL 


‘When all were entered, and the roving eyes 
OF all ie stayed, some upon faces 


bri; 
Some on the cite some on the traceries 
That the slamber of a marble 
knight, 





sh seed wih tah i 


Ther | for a moment, it stood still, 
nee ng yt burt pray 
That wandered into silence far away. 

XXX 


Like to a might tore eg. 
That em melodies it 


Until, in what it 
il eri dao wha a 
Yet sample s breaking on peer and 


Awantoned ints migh, aa when a 
Long pnt hong the moutainy, brat its 
And in one crowding gual: Jeecet aa 


NXXE 


400 dernier eee 
As the huge gathering heavily, 
Like thunder when it rouse in its lar, 


ath Ae bones Boa shakes the low- 


Tt nt aaccoea eee 
F yee 


pug the vast cathedral ; — 
tse deneclaees a boy's clear 


Like eg and the full-toned choir 
awoke. 


XXXU 

Through gorgeous windows shone the sun 
aslant, 

Beene the church with gold and pur- 


Meet me eet boom that rah han, 
Where fi ty voices in one strand did twist 

‘Their varicolored tones, and left no want 
"To the delighted soul ‘soul, which sank abyssed 


ee 
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Reeititeenrrat tyenisSlbecl) wil; far’‘o- || I weocned) one smalghit turd Waar Cope 


‘The organ heaved its surges to and fro. 
XXXUT 
As if lak should suddenly drop dead 
While the blue air yet trembled with its 
So at once that music's golden 


Struck by anameloss fear tha leapt along 
From heart to heart, and like a shadow 


in ay phere 
the body i one 


a a 
An that holds all tongues fast 


‘Until the horror, with a ghastly leap, 
ad jue arms stretched aim- 


Heaved with the swinging of the careless 
fess 


XXXV 
ieeres none 
one a . 
Which with a fearfal fascination drew 
All eyes. toward ee altar; damp and 


mw 
‘The air suddenly, and no man knew 

Winahrperehance i ia iGlont smaighhee 
The dreadful thing which all were sure 


IT ooart the setined lids wider from their 
eyes. 
XXXVI 
‘The incense trembled as it upward sent 
‘Its slow, uncertain thread of wandering 
es Deena 
grew; 


— 





‘went, 
Give out an audible rustle, curling 
The midnight silence of that awestruck air, 
iad rrr! leath, though so much 


XXXVIL 
‘they saw, but a low voice was 


Threading the ominous silence of that 

Gems alee onasite a bird, 
Wakened by some voleato’s glare, should 

‘The wi ai with his song; yet every 
In the cathedral’s farthest arch seemed 


As if it 54 Fapake to eve one a 
iva ihenleas aoe ot pee a 


sy poppy-greath in in yocell iaa peiend 


Tyet, once free to enter in 
At ed gate which gentle Death 


Tuto ica ts boundizes realm of strength and 
hope ? 
XXXIX 
“Think not in death my love could ever 
cease; 
If thou wast false, more need there ix 
for me 
Still to be true; that slumber were not 
peace, 
If 't were unvisited with dreams of thee: 
And thou hadst never heard such words as 
these, 
Save that in heaven I must forever be 


Most comfortless and iad, 
Oar anbaptizéd babe shut out from bl 


“This little “vik imnploriy 
Wander doen tes dreazy wild of opaial 


LS 
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‘Oxr. after one the stars have risen and 





diror torments, if such be, 
but guess; and then toward me 
came 


A shape as of a woman; 
Te aaa ait den eold ea ge 


move, 
And mine moved not, but only stared on 
Theis ixtd awe wont through my brain like 
100; 
‘A skeliton hand beensed  elutching af xy 


And a sharp chill, as if a dank night fog 
Suddenly me in, was all I felt: 

And then, methought, I heard a freezing 
A long, deep, shivering sigh, as from blue 


Stiffening in denth, close to mine ear. I 
thought 


‘Sotne door win close apeiizhs aut Tsaiaal 
eee red moon through the heavy: 


ist, 
Just setting, and it seemed as it were fall- 


ing, 
hearfrost on my chain: | Or reeling to its fall, so dim 
about the | And 





‘that prowid al ight 


and dead 
palsy-struck it looked. Then allsounds 


jorth-star, hath shrunk into his den, | Into the surges of the pines, 
by the me footsteps of the | Which, leagues below me, clothing the 


smile floods all the Orient; | Of ancient Caucasus with hairy strength, 
ing ois a leas and Seat up a arma 










Of 





All day and night to high Olympus soars, 
Fit incense to thy wicked throne, O Jovel 


Thy hated name is tossed once more in 


scorn 
From off my lips, for I will tell thy doom. 
And are these tears? Nay,do not triumph, 


jove ! 
peer sees wraeg tropa: ss) bab br Aes 


, like those sparse drops which 


Beroce eloeds, ts texvall oS SES 

8 

The of the storm hi 
ries 

Rolls steadily onward to its 

Why art thou made » god of, thou 
type ‘ 


ee 


cela 


the 
to the source and end of thi 
Pease tesmcrial woe hath 


=: palsy on soul a judge 


the shadow of 
pend 
my wrongs builds a triumphal 


“Teoog which 1 see a Sceptre and a 
bleed for 











PROMETHEUS 


ar 
‘They stab fallen tyrunts, this their high re- 


venge: 
For their best of life on earth is when, 
Long after di Guia peel eot and pent no 


more, 

Tee ay hake “a eas SOE 
ve 

Part ehiths veessoary aie ion Eeeaiied 

When, like the moon, herself behind a 


cloud, 
‘They shed down light before us on life's 
Beit, 
‘That cheers us to steer onward still in 
Earth with her twining memories ivies o’er 


h 3 the chainless 
Their Teor sea, 

















mee ig and the thunder, all free 


neeeliceea oe them for the ears of men. 
‘All other glories are as falling stars, 
But universal Nature watebes theirs: 
Such strength is won by love of haman- 


Not that I feel that hunger after fame, 
Which souls of balt-greatose are but 


(etl eat ere tm 
epuetaiesece worst 
‘And this thy heart shall empty to the 
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Blt 


brethren weak and 
Tarteten Senesg 





re 
se 
tae 
ig ME 
rel 


itself the types of 
aii heen the f Ligdeeneh the 


Hl aa Meee healed 
Sere rere mm Shean ae The Tomi- 


Wiso with the’ history of its own frail 

With reverence and with sorrow, and with 

Broad as the world, for freedom and for 
man. 


a2 
itll 


Hl 


Se 
By wi | for whose glory, yo shall 
And, wien thou st but a weary moaning 
ae 


‘A name to fright all tyrants with, a light 
Unsetting as the pole-star, a great voice 


in the breathless pauses of the 
By and freedom ever waged with 
wron, 
Pier aa a pliner trxrapa, to awake 


Far echoes that from age to age live on 
Tn kindred Bits, giving them a sense 
Of boundless from boundless suffer- 
ing wr 
ek a ag oy aa a to see 
anaiaey of my triumph (for to meet 
pose wil pate ani g overcome 
Are Ep. Reena nee 
iumph), like a 
tacred aamer of the Hight. 


ep flowers, and bears no 
And foods the green earth with its swift 
decay 


—— 


The ripe of « forest. Thou, weak 


Shalt fade and bo ! but this 
Fresh-living still in int serene a 


Tn every heay 

Fo Int stg i sons of 
Aa the ono hus before the earthquake 
ar though the igen from reed ine 


to 
Fe wreck and 
hd ig fel coat oF shrines, 


‘That darkens the free light to man: — This 


heart, 
Unsearred by Sa tte as fens trath 
Grows tat aay 


OF Harn ied a fin would si it 


In all the throbbing exultations share 
eS freedoms /tckumphay gail 


The glorious agonies of iri 
Basie at Teed 
That veil the future, showing them the 
Pain's (Bape com toe constaney and , | 


Eee degre ember ard ci) 
This is a thought, that, like the fabled 


ites 
Makes faith thunder-proof; and 
dread bolts eat! | 
Our the bens Eaves sped Oe 
But, ob, by thought far more blissful, they 
This lod ‘of ea, and make my soul 
Unleash thy erouching thunders naw, O | 
dove ! 
Free Oi igh he ee ! 
Doth knock to bo let forth, this heart 
which still, f 
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Woul win men bak to strength and 


aaa tee high sort is 
sot ih 5 eae 
And patience which at last shall overcome. 


THE SHEPHERD OF KING AD- 
METUS 


‘TwERe came a youth upon the eartl 
lace inane’ yaaoe nes 53 
SPT iga stata base ware eolbag wash 
Whether to plough, or reap, or saw. 


Peis been 
Lrapray ce abcde ae 
‘Music that made men’s bosoms swell 


_ ea ‘ 


And 0, well pleased with being soothed 
Tnto a sweet rieety Eee 

‘Three times his kingly he smoothed, 

And made him viceroy o’er his sheep. 


| His words were si a sta enone 


Ta ti ter used 
iia xioatta wan roigk 
Tn his seemed musical and low, 


Men called him eet a shiftless youth, 
Tn whom no good they saw; 

And set pie aie trath, 

‘They mad words their law. 


Pee eso te sarzes st 5, 
‘or idly, hour by hour, 
| He sat and watched the dead leaves fall, 
Or mused upon a common flower, 


‘Tt seemed the loveliness of 
Did teach him all their use, 
For, in mere weeds, and stones, and 


i ee Ry 




















ha pets and on each oy i 





marr was wise, — 
caught 
woman's eyes, 
ighed, and called him good-for- 
Der one 
‘Yet after he was dead ‘and gone, 
And e’en his memory dim, 
Earth seemed more sweet to live upon, 
More full of love, because of him. 
more 


phe oy ea 


trod, 
‘Til after pocts onl knew 
‘Their dire bors linotha an a god 


‘And stir spy heart's blood far below 
Its short-lived waves of joy and woe. 


Lips must fade and roses wither, 
1 sweet times be o'er; 
They AA a and, murmuring 


Stay iat 
And yet toe ee 
‘orgotten in a while, 
Years after from the dark will start, 
And flash across the trembling heart. 


‘Thon hast given me mi 
But never one, Ii 
O'erfloods sense and 


TOses, 


With such a deop, wild 
We must have instincts that glean up 
30 drops of this life in the eup, 
Saree Pe all give ux all AL 
Can prove of immortality. 













——————— 


AN INCIDENT IN A RAILROAD 
° CAR 


A a egreett e 
__ Pressed round to hear the praise of one 
Whese heart was made of manly, simple 
As homespun as their own. 
Sets forward leaned, 
with thirsty hearts and ears, 
His brook-like songs whom glory never 
From humble smiles and tears. 
wly there der 
Sethe face nom a Ia 
if in him who read they folt and saw 
Some presence of the pard. 
was for sin and 
ee 
A sight to make our faith more pure and 





‘God scattors love on every side 
Freely among his children all, 
‘And always hearts are lying open wide, 
ein some grains inay fall. 


‘There is no wind but sowoth seeds 








‘Of & more trne and open life, 
unlooked for, into high-souled 


| wayside beauty rife, 








ts of all men lie 

ire ihar’ dic, 
cannot dis 

Tike this. . 
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Is native in the simple heart of all, 
‘The angel heart of man. os 


In bis wide brain the feeling deep 
‘That struggled on the many’s tongue 
Swells toa tide of thought, whose surges 


I 
Over the wenk thrones of wrong. 
All thought begins in feeling, — wide 
Tn the great mass its base is hid, 
And, narrowing up to thought, stands 
A moveless pyramid. 


Nor is he far astray, who deems 
‘That every hope, which rises and grows 


In the world’s heart, by ordered impulse 
streams 
From the great heart of God. 
God wills, man hopes: in common souls 


Hope is but vague and undefined, 
‘Till from the poet's tongue the message 


rolls 
A blessing to his kind, 


Nover did Poesy 
So fall of heaven yee as when 
I saw how it would pierce through pride 
and fear . 
To the lives of coarsest men. 








It may be glorious to write 

Thoughts that shall glad 
three 

High sonls, like those far stars 
sight 


‘Once in a century;— 









of mind, nor gives the realm of 


ith 
Into the selfish rule of one sole race: 
‘Therefore each form of worship that hath 


ed 
The life of nian, and 


ise never bad the eager soo}, which 
sea vat ponent 

The «l flown of ij 

Found in it even a moment's Atfulrest. 


‘There is an instinct in the human heart 
Which makes that all the fables it hath 


coined, 
To justify the reign of its boliof 
strengthen it by beauty’s right divine, 
Veil in their inner cells a mystic gift, 
Which, like the hazel twig, in faithful 


hands, 
Points surely to the hidden springs of 
tratl 


For, as in nature naught is made in vain, 
Bot all things have within their hull of 


use 
A wisdom and a meaning which may speak 
Of spiritual secrets to the ear 

of it; 80, in whatso’er the heart 

Hath fashioned for a solace to itself, 

To make its inspirations suit its creed, 
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And, while he paused bewildered, yet again 
It faerenaed >" Bhcscoa 1% par a 


breeze. 
He started and beheld with eyes: 
What seemed the substance of a happy 


dream 

Staad Lire before, bine sea a warm 
ie 

Within’ he green gloons ofthe aiaeae 


It seemed a woman's yot fat too fair 
‘To be a woman, and wil too 


‘To feel the guilt-born carthliness of shame. 
“ Rhaous, I am the Dryad of this tree,” 
Thus mates dropping her low-toned 


words: 
Serene, and full, and clear, as drops of dew, 
“And with it Iam doomed to live and die; 
The rain and sunshine are my caterers, 
Nor have I other bliss than 
Now ask me what thou wilt, I can 


FO, 
‘And with a thankful joy it shall be thine.” 


a Ties Rhos ith Sater at 
et ipting 
Airwaves © What is there that 





ong unto the city’s gate 
eomed ray eects him as he 
‘broad sky looked bluer than its 


in the present dwelt too 
with blithe welcome whatso- 
‘of joy, was wholly bound in 


Ran madly 
And o'er the plain, which now the 


long shade, 
By the low sun town forward rend and 
Daskoaod wellnigh unto the cfy’s wall, 
Quite spent and out of breath he reached 
tree, 
And, listening’ fearfully, he heard once 
more 
The low voice murmur “ Rhacus !” close 
at hand: 
eee he looked around him, but eould 
Nang but reste deepening glooms beneath 
Ten sind th vie, 0 Raat! mee 











‘And Tel wr comer val the 


A GLANCE BEHIND THE CUR- 
TAIN 


Hi 
Hie 
He 


u 
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_— , 
Not to the soul of Newton, with all 
‘The boarded thonguttatvese ce earnest 


years, 
And waiting but one ray of sunlight more 
To blossom fully, = 


But whence came that ray ? 
We call our sorrows Destiny, but ought 
Rather to name our high successes so. 
aly a ae eee ea 
have predestined sway: all other 


Within our to beckon us beyond 
‘The narrow circle of the seen and known, 
And always tending to a noble end, 
As all things must that overrule the sou 
And fora a the helmsman, Wii 
The fate of England and of freedom once 
Scemed wavering in the heart of one plain 
man: 
‘One step of his, and the dial-hand, 
That marks the ined progress of the 
Tn the eternal round from wisdom on 
‘To higher wisdom, had been made to 
A hndsed years. ‘That step he did not 


if 
Upon the pier stood two stern-visaged 
men, 


Looking to whero a little craft lay moored, 
Swayed by the lay current of tbe 
Which i 


tered by in muddy Ii 

Grave men they were, ant battlings 
flerce thought 

Had trampled out all softness fro 

And ploughed rough furrows 

For other crop than such as | 
Peace 

Sows broadcast in the willing 
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As some are ever, when the destin 


Of man takes one stride on nearer 


TeVaverioe ‘ts Cle, ra cf cies He 
Pear eas eases Us incat sorrow and most 
Whore "i hh heart of man is trodden 
he ma i is not becanse He hides His 
From them in wrath, as purblind teachers 


ipeear Gases vices in He, for there is He 
oe eee. Men who seck for Fate 


Iegiaea os cass Hd beast aa ay who 4ars 
to face her where she faces Leahy 
On own threshold, where their souls 


are strong 
‘To grapple with and throw ber; as I ance, 
Being yet boy, , did cast this pany king, 
‘Who now has grown so ‘as to deem 
‘That he can wrestle with an angry realm, 
And stg brawned Antmus of men's 


No, Hamp they have half-way con- 


aoe to meet her, —as will I. 
m hath yet a work for me to do; 

ks that heed voice which ei yet 

Spake falsely, when it urged tho spirit on 

noble emprise for & coastey and mankind. 

And, for a no more than 


a beat on intfliuching witness to the truth, 
All true whole men succeed; for what is 


worth 
‘Success’s name, unless it be the thought, 
Beste inward surety, to have carried out 


ones to a noble end, 
eae the gallows or the block ? 
that doth ever need 
Ci pree of gain to bolster her. 
Bein itwe Meats cals sonia the weaker with our swords; 
needs to be for once ne ‘out, 
eg there ‘s eee music in 
As makes mails memories her joyous 





Round the mute earth, forever beantiful, 
And, if o’erclouded, only to burst forth 
More all-embracingly divine and clear: 
Get but the truth once uttered, and ’t is 


like 
A star new-born, that drops into its place, 
“Adi whisk, coupe) clrclingt ta tts) plank 


Not all the tumult of the earth ean shake. 


“ What should we do in that small colony 
of a fanatics, who would rather 


Baio to ive Slip wa ink gure Somat ftir 
Than the ie grat chance of sotting England 


Not there, amid the stormy wilderness, 
Should we learn wisdom; or if ff learned, 
what room 
To put it into act,—else worse than 
wight 2 


na 
We. lenra ou? souls soate, toenings for 
hot 


ur 
Upon this hnge and ever-vex6d son 
OF himan thought, where Kingdoms goto 


Like fragile bubbles yonder in the stream, 
Than ina clo of New England sloth, 
ae only by a Indian war, 

for a letter more or less 
Ts A hed od iy spl te 


Not the viost learniid clerks can under- 


en ae ee 
men; 

‘The world advances, and in time outgrows 

The laws that in our fathers’ day’ wero 


best 
asadt cecsleea) Vober | wh) weasd icetea 
scheme 


Will be shaped 
Made wiser 1 the steady 


out by wiser men than we, 
wth of truth. 
We cannot hale Utopia on by force; 

Bat better, almost, be nt phi) sin, 
‘Than in a brate inaction browse and 

No man is born into the world whose work — 
Is not born with him; there is always work, 
And ae ie work ‘withal, for those who 


Aza bene are the horny hands of toil ae 
‘The busy world shoves angrily aside 

The man who stands with arms akimbo sot, 
Until occasion tells him what to do; 


* 










And he who waits to have his task marked 


‘lie and leave his errand unfulfilled. 
‘time is one that calls for earnest deeds: 
ane and Government, like two broad 





Yearn ae each other with outstretchéd 
arms 
Across this narrow isthmus of the throne, 





And roll their white surf higher ev day. 


fee 


Cites ad ongvons 
The ene De" preg bain 
Reaving ne out the forests they had 


‘The goodly framework of a fairer state; 
ir's trowel and the settler’s axo 


soul ie ht 

is not a of tl 

Whar ot outworn Mich Rome's gray 
Hearing aft afar wee Wan Vandal’s t1 hoarse, 


‘That shakes old systems with a thunder-fit. 
The time is ripe, and rotten-ripe, for 


change; 
Thon loti comes T have no dread of what 
Is called for by the instinct of mankind 

Nor think T that God's world will fall 


apart 

Because wo tear a parchment more or less. 
“Truth is eternal, but her effluen 

With endless change, is fitted tothe hour; 

Her mirror is turned forward to refl 

ise of the future, not the past. 

He who would win the name of truly great 

Mast understand his own and the next, 

eee make the present ready to fulfil 

prophecy, and with the Future merge 
Geni and peacefully, as wave with wave, 

‘ lature works out great men's pur- 


The ae is enough for common souls, 
~ Who, never looking forward, are indeed 
Mere clay, wherein the footprints of their 
Are potted forever: better those 

Who le lead the blind old giant by the hand 
From out the pathless desert where he 


Lot hae ee, 
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te 


rman in earnest have uo time Wate 
Ts potiting Splenves foc the aakaiiean 


“T will have one more grapple with the 
man 


Souls destined to o'esleap the 
And mould the worl See ee 


God, 
Have a fore-consciousness of their high 
joom, 
‘As men are known to shiver at the heart 
When the cold shadow of some coming ill 
Creeps slowly o'er their spirits unawares, 
Hath oS less power of prophecy than 
How elze could men whem oda 
to sway 
Bart ede, and to steer the bark of 


ith, 
Beating agulaet the tempest tow'rd her 
pe ti 
To we cote ee eee 
The sneer, the look of 
ends, 
Who worship the dead corpse of old king 
tom, 
in state within the 
Striving peels. the 
With mapa nd pee i 


Lie fou the rae up the glass reversed, 
To make the pe man seem farther off ? 


— 
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poe when I read o'er the bitter lives 
men whose eager hearts were quite too 


To beat tnneath the cramped mode of the 
SieaA deaithord inosked at by the wodld they 


Jove, 
Hagsling with prejadice for worths 
of Jrpeipttinn their P foil will 
make 
‘The common birthright of the age to 


come, — 
‘When I see this, spite of my faith in God, 

I marvel how their hearts bear up so long; 
‘Nor could they but for this same prophecy, 
"This inward feeling of the glorious end. 


“Deen amo not fond; bat in my warmer 

Seeteay tsas¥'s ovo: wes sclled ead trashed 
‘away, 

ikedifgroet dreams of ‘mighty things: to 


come; 
OF conquest, whether by the sword or 
T knew not; but pa etate I sal 


Pies Geis death: now wie grown in 


T find jouth's dreams are but the flutterings 
of hose strong wings whereon the soul 
sl soar 


In after time to win a starry throne; 
And so I cherish them, for they were lots, 
Which I, a boy, cast in the helm of Fate. 


Now will L dea 


hand guided by an earnost sont, 
With a true instinct, takes the golden 


From out a thousand blanks. What men 
veal luck 


w them, since a man's right 


The fess Mle pays in righted Ki 
its rij ‘al kings. 
The belavis shiciog nomeand Twill stay 
‘To pluck my lot forth; it were sin to flee! " 


rth 3 
‘One of the few that have a right to rank 
With the trac Makers: for his spirit 


wrought 
paar Bros Chaos; proved that right di- 





Dwelt only in the excellence of trath; 
And far within old Darkness’ hostile lines 
Advanced and pitched the shining tents of 


Light. 
Nor shall the Muse fe to tell, 
least among many 


‘That —not 
To deathless honor—he was Mr-ton’s 


claims 
A man not second among those who lived 
‘To show us that the poet's lyre demands 
An arm of tougher sinew than the sword, 


A CHIPPEWA LEGEND 


Baw uly woe nal Adyew dorly dB, 
ee Tecueuns, Prom. Vinct. 197, 108. 
For the leading incidents in this tale Tum 
indebted to the very valuable ae Researches 
of Henry R. Schooloraft, Eeq. J. R. L, 


‘Tur old Chief, feeling now wellnigh his 


end, 

Called his two eldest children to his side, 

And gove them, in few words, his parting 
a 


“ My son and daughter, me ye see no more; 
The happy bunting- grounds await me, 


With change of spring and summer through 
the year: 

But, for remembrance, after I am gone, 

Be kind to little Sheemah for my sake: 

Weakling he is and young, and knows not 


yet 
‘To set the trap, or draw the seasoned bow; 
‘Therefore of both your loves he hath more 


need, 
And he, = needeth love, to love hath 
rights 
It is not like onr furs and stores of corn, 
Whereto we claim sole title by our toil, 
Bat the Great Spirit plants it in our hearts, 
And waters it, and gives it sun, to be 
The common stock and heritage of all: 
Therefore be kind to Sheomaly, that your- 


selves 
May not be left deserted in your need.” 


Alone, beside a lake, their wi stood, 
Far from the other dwellings of their tribes 
And, after many moons, the loneliness 
Wearied the elder brother, and he said, 








gape 
Until he the wigwams of Tis tribe, 
Where, ig out # bride, he soon for- 


In all Se fret and bustle of new life, 
‘The little Sheemah and his father’s charge. 


Now when the sister found her brother 








lin; ‘even when Love is gone, 

catia Hopsot bieceta : 
ity hath been driven forth, 
in the last of all, 


hy 
o'er the embers, to shut out 
warmth and light are left, 
beside. 


Eo the ates ted wide, 
un 
heemah tenderl: 





Ho 


Of wolves, whose ghastly howl he heard 


Hollow and hungry, at the dead of ni, 
But Winter ast ae ase and, Bt ee 


snow, 
Sack Sea for gleaming leagues o'er 


merciless wolf, 
es, ha, sharps and vant 
A hing more wild and starving than him- 











to the bank, he saw, 
0a ficket close at hand, 

A child that seemed fast changing to a 
From the’ neck downward, gray with 
2 hair, 
elegy upward as he 
‘The face was turned away, but well he 
‘That a 
‘Then with his trembling hands he hid his 
And) his head, so that he might not 
‘The Be ook of bis brother's eyes, and 
cepa! O my brother, speak to 
Dost thoa not know me, that I am thy 


brother ? 
Come to 


silent for a space, as if 
hard to summon up a human 

















stern, 
Now leaps with ch 





Mee 
i 
2 
i 


our wear, 
And, with heart and hand, to be 
Earnest to make others free ! 


They are slaves who fear to speak 

For the fallen and the weak; 

They are slaves who will not choose 
Hatred, scoffing, and abuse, 

From the truth they needs must think; 


are slaves who dare not be 
In the right with two or three, 


COLUMBUS 

Thay written a poom on Columbus to 
maith ehh Poscies wt Gromuell I like 
it better than either in point of artistic merit. 
IRL September 18, 1844. 
Tae creaks and rattles in the 
With whims of sudden hash; 


sea 
Now thumps like solid rock 





short, and, falling 














‘Tho broad backs of the waves, which jostle 
To eee upon that unknown 
‘Their used familiar since the dawn of 
‘To sway on triumph’s aspiring: 
One gitering moment, ton to nea ful- 


How lonely is the aes perpataal swing, 


The of some monster undeseried, 
Found on gm mone ama ‘ 
‘on his uneasy pillow of brine ! 
eg brn or compo than the 
To on Sine waste; new constellations 
NE a dleeee encarta cd 


(Riad aaror cramps than with my herd 


Agee nae Seige 's seanty ring 
my winy 
=r the RSet ae their unl 


Rovwig vain my own free heaven be- 
vtizsall oilc qroeidl) no ceareraed with onger 
That cme and goes and wanders back to 
Like ie ‘ate ile wind, which yet man’s shap- 
Can make his drudge to swell the longing 
of hight endear, —this mad, unthrift 
Which, one hour, throws life enough 
Piette tice Acsente Kind andl oepitable 


eA her destinies be waved aside 
smooth, lip-reverent, formal infidels, 
Wis mel i the Goa they not believe with 


and ‘id no spot in Judas, save that he, 
og daller bargain than he ought, 
Baie his guild with too cheap precedent. 
Faith ! if thou art strong, thine opposite 
Hater risky alan and tie call fon oeaoe 
Hath ofttimes shot chill palsy through the 
arm 





| 
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Crab whiner om i rustling Ver ban sick 


the firm-based heart, at weal 
Pa 
with frost, and loose upon its 


he Wisk and the weak hy same dat 
Have 1 heange power to shut and rivet 
‘Their own horizon round us, to 

Or hevenaepning vt nt lr 
With surly clouds the Future’s gleaming 
Far wens across the brine of thankless 
If the Pcoeateeel ocala never be alone 
{oideep zald-silenoe ‘open: dotenieaes 
So grestapas ‘arsenal been dreamed or 


Amon, Scat hearts « proj never 
"Tha uacee ot ull gatacs prererpi 2 


“Thos old rast i efTabe Somes 


Tontlas aid and, in the brawl] for means to live, 
Life is trod underfoot, — Life, the one 


lock 
Of marble that ’s vouchsafed wherefrom to 
carve 
Our great thoughts, white and godlike, to 
shine down 
The fature, Life, the irredeemable block, 
Which one o'er-hasty chisel-dint oft mara, 
Seanting our room to cut the features out 


OF our full hope, so forcing us to crown 
With a mean "head the peetsals Tiaipattae 


The face lowing o'er « satyr’s trank, 
The go brief Masi i 


‘es, Europe's world 
Reels oe dodguseche theca the ptaties 


Losing God's sacred use, to be a bond 
aad Me and Thee, sets each one scowl- 


ingly 
O'er Me own selfish hourd at bay; no state, 
Knit strongly with eternal re 
Of all tes aparse nd anid weal 


‘by natural instinct 
Pays loyalty exulting, by which 


COLUMBUS 





‘Mould their own lives, and foel their pulses 
With tho rod, ery Blood of the general 
Making them mighty in peace, as now in 
sy arn; even: tn the finsh of victory, 


Conquering that manhood which should 
Aud whet pift tring I to this untried 
wi rift bri to this w 

oa” = a flsaa 
‘ed anew, 
ciattaln drop ab Mast. 
read desolation, one fleree crash 
potas recoil yas on ita makes God 
Ignorance and Sin and Hunger make, 
Early or late? Or shall Ss eee 


Whose potent unity and concentric force 
Can draw these scattered joints and parts 


of men 
Into a whole ideal man once more, 
Which sucks not from its limbs the life 


away, 

But sands it flood-tide and creates itself 

‘Over again in every citizen, 

Be there built up? For me, I have no 
choice; 

T might turn back to other destinies, 

For one sincere key opes all Fortune's doors; 


one: 
But whoso answers not God’s earliest call 
Forfeits or dalls that faculty suprome 


Of byit to his genius 
Wek ae the wise heart certain of its 
8. 


‘Here am I; for what end God knows, nat I; 
Westward still points the inexorable soul: 
Here am I, with no friend but the sad sen, 


The Tiss oF iia great enternrion’ 
Which, without we, would stiffen in swift 


the 
‘This have I mused on, since mine eye could 


it 
Among the stars distinguish and with joy 


Rest on that God-fed Pharos of the not 
‘On some blue promontory of heaven lighted 
‘That juts far ont into the bi wc 


‘To this one hope my heart hath clung for 


As <hnee foundling to the talisman 
Hang round his neck by hands he knew not 


Sew 
A poor, vile thing and dross to all beside, 





Yet he therein can feel a virtue left 


‘The course shell of life’s 1, E: I. 
‘This hope hath been crite © 4 


fame 
Hath made me wholly lonely on the earth, 
Building me up as in a thick-ribbed towen, 
Wherewith enwalled my watching spirit 


burned, 
Conquering its little island from the Dark, 
Sole as a scholar's lamp, and heard men's 


ste 
Tn the far barcy of the outward wold 
Pass dimly forth and back, sounds heard in 


dream. 
As Ganymede by the eagle was snatebed 


W 
From the gross sod to be Jove's cup-bearer, 
So was I lifted by my great dosign: 

‘And who hath trod Olympns, from his 
Fades not that broader outlook of the * 
His Re a valleys overbrow earth's 


ry 
And that Olympian spectre of the past 

Looms towering up in sovereign memory, 
Beckoning his soul from meaner heights of 


loom. 

Had = re shadow of the Thunderer’s 
ir, 

Flashing athwart my spirit, made of me 

‘A swift-betraying vision’s Ganymede, 

Yet to have greatly dreamed precludes low 


Great days have ever such a morning-red, 
On such a base great futures aro built up, 
And aspiration, though not put in act, 
Comes back to ask its plighted troth again, 
Still watches round its grave the unlaid 
ost 

Of s dad virtue, and makes other hopes, 
Savo that implacable one, seem thin and 


‘As shadows of bare trees upon the snow, 
Bound freezing there by the unpitying 


moon, 

While other youths perplexed their mando- 
ns, 

Praying that Thetis would her fingers 


twine 
Tn the loose glories of her lover's hair, 
And wile another kiss to keep back day, 

















Been, Niiome TRSCOCEY) FRIIS fawning 
jown 
‘The surly fell of Ocean's bristled neck ! 


know not when this hope enthralled me 
"Be Apne 


‘The sudden dark of tropic pete shut down 
O'er the on whisper of great watery 


The while a a of herons 

eee eal ‘ant Seed ane leagtn wids 

‘The yello il of tured realms 
Fae Ting guts, = silence, never 


By any but tat’ the Northewind’s hurrying 
And onthe ines alone; ll sights and 


‘To my world-secking heart paid feal 
i mor! for ita the Cretan tes gang 
it to jupiter, 
his soft hand res Gh Hs violet, 
Goitike foremusing the rough thunder's 


‘Then did Tentertain the poet's song, 

‘My great Idea’s guest, and, passing o’er 

‘That iron bridge the ‘Tuscan built to hell, 
\ysees tell of mountain-chains 

fiber eaonaatiee Tinks, his manacles, 

The western main shook growling, and 

still gna’ 
I brooded on the wise Athenian's tale 
OF happy Atlantis, and heard Bjoene's 


pape aa sry pebbles of the Vinland 
1 atest = musing, to the prophecy 

OF Nero's as 1a, the birds 

Sing davkling, conscious of the climbing 


‘Abd 1 beloved the poots; it is they 





In midnight’s blankest waste, were popa~ 


Matched with the isolation drear and 
Of him who pines among the swarm 


men, 
At once a new creel me and pris- 
oner, 


ceo sd 
Bio fo Sis: palace aislecae 
Doth a cee of ae wd 


cel 
Widens beyond the circles of the 
And all the sceptred spirits of the 
Seo evens ae him as their 


bel in The t market-place hs and throng 


ocking memory of its 
crown. 


Yet to the spirit select there is no choice; 

He cannot shy, Ths wil dy or that 

For the es weap means patting Heaven's 
ends in 

Aad trtring is bleak rocks, the frechold 


Of destiny’s a ee nat daniel 
ee nt ysl es of self- 

to him aribe 
Which ing wit juestion, he is led 
ris ee thal be stat Ab fe 


The wil rain is the strength’s complement, 
And the Teese tay ee that scales 


‘The sheer heights of supremest 

Is steeper tot ngs ha 

rae have laws as try Po Sed 
isappointment’s 

Enyy's berries, and the choking 


Othe ls soe, ar the right mother 
i 


— 


i 





AN INCIDENT OF THE FIRE AT HAMBURG 59 


‘To the tough hearts that pioneer their 
And Peat is those anknown 
That inthe earth's broad shadow lio en- 
thralled; 
Ce es gos 
‘hos ae tei stay, and when the Tendon 
Sets its hard face against their fateful 
NaGAl Were Stage, Us. tho Ganlads eon 
lawn ie trige elatve clown! in the ther 
Th iaapired. sou but flings his patience 
And sow that outweighs the ponderous 
One sna» wile crs ane 
One soul against the flesh of all mankind. 


‘Thus ever sooms it when my soul can hear 
‘The voice that errs not; then my triumph 


O'er & blank ocean beckoning, and all 
‘My heart flies on before me as I sail; 


With blocks Gyelopena hss of sold nigh 
own night, 
ri pp paler nae eter 
Before the irreversible fect of light; — 
eee what clear omen in the east 
Daren gray threshold stands the eager 


ae rosy from the sea 
at Hero’s lattice ! 


Totem as tannin 








gets heart 
sag i site fair tie base 
Cant to eep eal caster ix on oer 


ust as the wind ‘gins whistle off 
Bases rllen pack, and fom the lean 


Fortune's full sail strains forward ! 


One day! — 


Reoaber picks end hae eee el 
It is God's day, it is Columbus's. 
1 One day, with life and 


heart, 
Is more than time enough to find a world. 


‘A lavish day 


AN INCIDENT OF THE FIRE 
AT HAMBURG 


‘Tux. tower of old Saint Nicholas sonred up- 
ward to the skies, 

Like some bags peck of Nature’s make, the 
growth of centuries; 

You could not deem its crowding spires a 

foe vrork of inman St eo 
seemed to stru rom a 
sturdy eames 


Not Nature's self more freely speaks in 


tal or 
‘Than, through the pious builder's band, in 
ie that gray pile she spok aie ae 
as from ‘acorn springs the oak, x0, 
Teipasdelag ns - 
Sprang from his heart this hymn to God, 
‘sung in obedient stone, 


Tt seemed a wondrous freak of chance, 80 
perfect, yet so rough, 

A whi at iteacetorgeiallionl storied 
granite tough; 

The thick spires yearnod towards the sky 
in quaint harmonious lines, 

And in broad sunlight basked and slept, 
‘Tike # grove of blasted pines. 


Never did rock or stream or tree lay claim 
with better rig! 

To all the wdoring sympathies of shadow 
and of light; 

And, a ex eet petrified, as forester 


Stout Beaune ‘the old sacristan, sole lord 
of all its bells, 











Tf py ge wen rs song” 


HUNGER AND COLD 


all praise to 
eS 
oy man 
iiten stoi: 














Bienen ctgedent ol 
Somehow 


God 
operand Gola i 


Lee 
Patient tll Jang bos? 


God has it not 
bien onerere 


| 
| 
| 
Bas ere pee | 
inj ; | 
Framed ie hideous lusts to please, | 

unger and Cold ! | 
Scatter ashes on thy head, | 
Tears of burning sorrow shed, 
Earth ! and be by Pity led 

‘To Love's fold; 


Hunger and Cold ! 


THE LANDLORD 


Uli anst hapa Jands ? 
In spite Goes drewz deal andl fanbe, 
Te ee a tea peascpan ee 
iy veya 
[AOA thoele your swacsabip's preteos: 


How shall to urge a 
CCheked sith tha sof fr wich 
‘The bit of clay, for whose 


You grasp, is mortgaged, too; 
Foreclose this very day in dust. 

















SI DESCENDERO IN INFERNUM, 
ADES 


0 wanprrtnG dim on the extremest ed; 

ee 
| ai Beier edad peal et and 
ca wi, when the bold wind 


fm th sear North of Duty, — 
‘ arch and broken shaft I 
| Deans 5 sicine and holy place 
the supernal Beauty, 
play-altar reared of stones and 
flowers for offering Jaid 


of the all-ruling Grace. 











Doth eee ap Sere i loi Ti 

Taniyiown Beart Lind the worst man’s 
mate, 

And see not dimly the smooth-hingiéd 


Tries spear ae abpasen 
Where ye grope dandy, 58 who never 


On yu yang Det love’s consecrating 
Or felt a mother’s kates, 

home's restraining tendrils round you 

Ay silo si with asin this 

‘The fatal nightshade grown and bitter rus 

ie the force that 


And pe your circles to the central 

ight; 

“ere is the prodigal comet's long elli 
led to the. farthest “verge of 


Yet rate with you no less that inward. 
might 
No BE hath e’er imbruted; 
‘The god in you the crecddimmed eye 


el 
‘The Law brooks not to have its solitudes 
By bigot feet polluted; 
Yet ise ‘who watch your God-compelled 
Mi awe hay ‘ihelion buy 
lay see your happy rn 
praises calm sun his unfledged planets: 


TO THE PAST 


Wowprovs and awful are thy silent halls, 
ee = of the past ! st 
ie the bygone ages in their palls, 
Sanaedl amelie 
There all is hushed and breathless, 
Save when some image of old error falls 
Earth worshipped once as deathless. 


There sits drear Egypt, mid bel 
Half woman and half beast, 














65 
is vengeance, but so loving- 
The thinks it 
F guilty par sane ey 
with blindly : 
‘Their own souls they were scarring; con= 
querors see 
With horror in their hands the accursed 
That Yore the meck One's side on Cal- 





‘Tie to; art iho Forgiven, 
‘The beauty of man’s to man 


Oh, whither, whithor, glory-wingéd 
ph Seriieeeye es 
‘yo bear me? 
Shut, gates Fancy, on your golden 


twinkle of white 
saw the flash of robes bse ie 


ey 

















: 1 sw the brimmed bowl i ber graxp 
i} a lover 
Tspeang the proffered life to clasp; — 
‘The beaker fell; the lek wa 


A ‘was over. 


THE SEARCH 


I went to seck for Christ, 
And Nature seemed so 


Allegiance paid; but winter came and 
eoaes sea 


‘The crown and purple from my wood; 
His snows, like desert sands, with scornful 


drift, 
Besieged the columned aisle and palace- 
ites 
My Tubes, cut deep with many a solemn 


But epitaphed her own sepulchred state: 
en I remember whom I went to seek, 
And blessed blant Winter for is eoutsel 


Back to the world I turned, 
For Christ, I said, is King; 
So the cramped alley and the hut I 
spurned, 





Wi rast grew dim: 
T found his tomb indeed, where, by their 
ws, 
All must on stated days themselves im- 
with bread a dead creed’s grin- 
ws, 
Witlas* how long the life had thence 
arisen; 
‘Due sacrifice to this set apart, 
So from my feet the dust 


Of the World 1 shook; 
his crust, 


my head, 
His cheap food seemed as manna rare; 
trodden prists of bare anc Bleeding 


feet, 
‘Turned to the heedless city whence I 
came, 
Hard by Gh springs of worship 
sweet 
Gushed from my cleft heart smitten by 
the same; 
Haire locas ian in the face and spake no 
But straight I knew those footprints were 
the Lord's. 


I followed where t) 
perepr eres 
With ae to fence the weather from 
is 


ead, 

‘The King I sought for meekly stood 

‘A naked, hungry child 
Clung round bie graclous lee, 

And a poor hunted slave Tooked up_and 


smil 
‘To bless the smile that set him free; 

New miracles I saw his presence do, — 

ane nate ee hovel bare and poor, 
e chips into a wood-pile grew 
‘The broken morsel swelled to. goodly 
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I knelt and + my Christ no more I seck, 
‘His throne is with the outenst 


tier man-child 
the Future’s heart. 


Bolthe, Eris tinmph sendett, with o 
terror and a chill, 

Under cnnent fo tine, te sense of 

And the fees where'er he cowers, feels 


his 83 ithies with God 
In Sap aig oe earthward, to be 
ry © 
‘Till a corpse jd round a "unburied, delv- 
ing in the nobler clod. 


ed are one in spirit, and an in- 
atinet bears along, 
Round the carth’s lestria cirele, the swift 
flash of right or wrong; 
= ae yet 
TBintadity’s x 's vast fram: 
—— is oeetnsundered fibres feels the 


‘or shame;— 
tte ne 


of one race all the rest 
Once to every man and nation comes the 
moment to decide, 


a 





Backward look across the ages and the 
beacon-moments see, 

‘That, like ‘3 of some sunk continent, 
jut through Oblivion’s sea; 

bebe, in court or market for the low 

foreboding 1 

Of those Crises, God's 
fromwhose feet earth’s chaff must fly; 

Never shows the choice momentous till 
judgment hath passed by. 


Careless seems the shee Avenger; history's 


but 

One dea fo Er the danksess *ewist 
‘old systems and the Word; 

Truth forever on the scaffold Wrong for- 
ever on the throne, 

Yet that scaffold sways the future, and, be- 
hind the dim unknown, 

Standeth God within the shadow, keeping 
watch above his own. 


We see = in the Present what is small 
sawnabita great, 

Slow of faith how weak an arm may turn 
the iron helm of fate, 

But the soul is still oracular; amid the 
market's din, 

List the ominous stern whisper from the 
oe hic cave within, — 

fave their children’s childrem w 

Se compromise with sin.” 


Slavery, the earth-born Cyclops, f 
is sence Ces 
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Re bed 

r justice, mastered by 

By one man’s plain trath to manhood and 
to God’s supreme design. 


By tho light of burning heretics Christ's 
bleeding feet I track, 


in t-hearts ned, 
Since the first rman stood God-conquered 
with his face to heaven upturned, 


For Humanity sweeps onward: where to- 
day the martyr stands, 

On the morrow crouches Judas with the 
silver in his hands; 

Far in front the cross stands ready and the 
crackling fagots burn, 

While the hooting’ mob of yestarday in 
silent awe return 

Saree ey tee eeaiateo ashes into His- 
tory's golden urn, 


'T is a3 easy to be heroes as to sit the idle 
alaves 





e across the sea, 


They have rights who dare maintain them; 
we are traitors to our 
Smothering in their holy ashes 
new-lit altar-fires; 
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‘Waar visionary tints the year pats on, | ee eee 


ES lad falter through mo- 


tionless 
Or and shiver to be ! 
eee eet ietsto ese! 


As her neotar Hebe Autama fills 
‘The bowl between me and those distant 


hills, 
And smiles oe abroad her misty, 
‘wealth apart, — 3 
eee eas sik ag fates had ‘my 
pep omnaralected 4 irit seems to me 


How fuse and mix, with what unfelt 
by the faint horizon's languid 

arms, 
‘Each into each, the hazy distances ! 
‘The softened season all the landscape 
‘Those bills, my native village that 
Sitipagar St dtoarnier parpla roll away, 
ones mirage seem all the glim- 

farms, 

Far distant sounds the hidden chicka 
Close side; far distant sound the 
seem fields of dream, where 
gleaning Ruth; and as the 
‘and barley wavered in the 


iz as the maiden’s glow went by, 
seem remote all things the 











by all his flopping 








Southward, perhaps to far Magellan’s 
Dimly I'eatch the throb of distant 


i 

Silently overhead the ben-hawk sails, 

With watahs , measuring eye, and for his 
quarry waits. 


‘The sobered robin, hunger-silent 
Seeks cedarberrieg” blue, his autama 
cheer; 
The chipmunk, the shingly shag- 
payee a 
Now saws, now lists with downward eye 
ear, 
Then drops bis cheeping, 
win toon arte F 
Whisks to his winding fastness under- 


The clouds ko. swans city /dewa ls 
streaming atmosphere. 


O’er yon bare knoll the pointed cedar 
shadows 
Drowse on the crisp, gray moss; the 


ae 
‘The single crow a single caw lets fall; 
And all around me every bush and 


tree 
Says Antamn’s here, and Winter soon 


will be, 
Who snows his soft, white sleep and silence 
over 


The birch, most shy and ladylike of 
trees, 

Her as best she may, retrieves, 
Tat Make ct her fovopene’ pactiitag 
wet some saved relics of her wealth of 

leaves; 
The swamp-oak, with his reyal purple 
‘on, 
Glares red as blood across the sinking 
sun, 
As one who proudlier to a falling fortune 
cleaves. 
He looks a sachem, in red bi 
writ] 
Who, aaa council of the sad-; 
whites, 
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Ere and stern, in his own memories 
pt, 
With distant eye broods over other 
sights, 
Sees the hushed wood the city’s fare 


replace, 
The wounded turf heal o’er the rail- 
way’s trace, 
And roams the savage Past of his un- 
dwindled rights. 


The red-onk, softer grained, yields all 
for lost, 
‘And, with his crumpled foliage stiff and 


Py 
Afte the first betrayal of the frost, 

Rebuffs the kiss of the relenting sky; 
The 2 comet lavish of their long-hid 


reine fant Summer, beggared now 


Pour back the sunshine hoarded ‘neath her 
favoring eye. 


‘The ash her purple drops forgivingly 
And sadly, breaking not the general 
ush ; 
‘The maple-swamps glow like a sunset 
se: 


a, 
Each leaf a ripple with its separate 
jush; 
All round the wood’s edge creeps the 
skirting blaze 
OF bushes low, as when, on cloudy 


days, 
Ere the rain fall, the cantious farmer bums 
his brush. 


O’er yon low wall, which guards one 
unkempt zone, 
Where vines and weeds and scrub-oaks 
intertwine 
Safe from the plough, whose rough, 
discordant stone 
Is massed to one soft gray by lichens 


fine, 
The tangled blackberry, crossed and 
recrossed, weaves 
A. prickly network of ensanguined 


Hard Ra with coral beads, the prim black- 
alders shine. 


Pilasing with sis hts) mai 





Whose loose blocks topple ‘neath the 
_Ploughboy's foot, 
¥ fo, with each sense shut fast except 
eye, 
Creepe close and scares the jay he 
Jay he hoped 


‘The woodbine up tho elm’s straight 
stem aspires, 
Coling it, harmless, with autumnal 


In the ivy’s paler blaze the martyr oak 
stands mute. 


Below, the Charles, a stripe of nether 


sk; 
Now hid by rounded apple-trees between, 
Whose ape the misplaced sail sweeps 


Now yak aeg golden through = wood- 
land screen, 
‘Then spreading out, at his next turn 
beyond, 
A silver circle like an inland pond — 
Slips seaward silently through ‘marshes 
purple and green. 


Diss mest | vain to him the gift of 
sight 
Who cannotin their various incomes share, 
From every season drawn, of shade 
and light, 
‘Who sees in them but levels brown and 


Each change of storm or sunshine 
0 ponttere free _ 
in them its largess of varie! 
For Nature with cheap means still Sth works 
her wonders rare. 


In Spring they lio one breed. expanse 


or heh "the light winds ron with 
fag recedes feet: 
Here, yellower stripes track out the 
creek unseen, 
There, darker growths o'er hidden 
ditches meet; 
‘And purpler stains show where the 
blossoms crowd, 
‘As if the silent shadow of a cloud 
Hung there becalmed, with the next breath 
to fleet. 


All round, upon the river’s slippery 
edge, 
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"wer 


looms the lingering 
teh ee 3 
On womens wavering, throw back 
‘And the stiff banks in eddies molt and 
ran 
Of dimpling and with the current 
met togite 


Tn Sammer't is a bitherome sight to 
As ep by se, wick meer swing, 
‘The Biecasked mowers wading to 
ey yt ping gh the 
‘he, atctod beneath a ss shade 
Babe tiog inks, while coo begica 
se ttey and dies ‘neath tho 
close sky 

Meanwhile that devilmay-care, the 


e » in toy 
eer 


tremulous: 

And “twixt the winrows most demurely 
ate eins ot Vanes, who. pro- 
For his brown mate and fledglings six 

“And looks from right to left, farmer mid 
his crops, 





change subdues them in the 
not; they still show merrier 
‘Though sober russet seems to cover 
eo 
the yellow clearness, 
‘rarer hues the season's 
Ehed touched and Ieft | & 














Or come when sunset gives its fresh- 
Lean o'er the bridge and Iet the ruddy 
While the shorn sun swells down the 





Later, and yet ere Winter wholly 
ae noni Tha Ret aoe eee 


ner 
And loath cart-wheel screams in 
slippery ruts, 

r ive the avwnits, 


And vat! bedtime plays with his de= 


Twenty os ating on nd off his new- 


oe Splat morn, the river’s banks 
Wid soit plate- armor, treacherous 
By tie ros clinking hammers forged 
“aint fh the aces of he sun pre- 


Giving a pretty emblem of the | 
When gle anna in light ial dott 


‘And states ¢hall mave free-liasbed, looted 
from war's cramping mail. 


And now those waterfalls the ebbing 
river 

‘Twice every day crentes on cither side 
‘Tinkle, as through their fresh-sparred 
grots they shiver 

ane channels to the sun de- 
nied; 

Eph ieee in sparkling blue the 

init Sa al 


a 
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salen ii tu — Eve sen 
“That misty hair, that fine Undine-liko 
Fiecaptocs ea) down to feling’s fxintest 
adr ld Thomestead ! count ft to 
That thither many times the Painter 


(nn on oar is mame feathery tee 
ae 
is the a 
OTF lings blacked died taonth 
I fe roaring a 
Soe tied vi ng Mel 
TOnst the black smithy trom its chest- 
_ __ nut-tree, 
And that hewn down, perhaps, the beehive 
green and 



















Be pelea Teer those anshorn 
‘The six old willows at the end 


ees oon al 

Whe © streamed throngh lea chinks 
Seohase 

Past icy ee 


ey Senate Eanes than all that 
‘er, 


had, 
Tt linked another tie, dear native town, 
with thee ! 


Nearer art thou than simply native 
My suariity tabs eonoetanr a deeper 
‘A closer claisn. thy soll may -woll’pub 
Something of kindred more than sympa- 
For Es thy: bounds’ T sovenectly Mall 
at iting anguish of forsaken 
That title I seemed to have in earth and 
sea and sky, 
‘That portion of my life more choice to 
sigh Talat, ut kn ftealt wo sot weet 
Thao a ‘the imperfect residue can 


The A dint anw his statue of the son 
Was ; 40, with one regretful 


The earthen model into 





Were tin laks's fore Sahara of nevor- 
trucked white, 

When th rack hos aro, oman 

We img fe moan, that leagues 

se ihe oa from he a of 











Now every day ert 
With 












In those who everything 
a 








Poor, naked, fettered, full of tears. 


Yet, when I sent my love 


to thee, 
pee stay ee) 
rinuod. wish enrtby oe ith anger 
‘And lepeous with the falot of sha 


T moet, 
th wanders wie 


secre 


As o'er the 
ErtvenAcn dere teg sorry 
‘And offering grace, though 


EXTREME UNCTION 


Than holy oil can penis 
sti at A ae 


(Aatvek Chay phickad Gav Gowers cl Mare 


Call, if thou canst, to these 
Some “fi fiom yous» tradidions 


‘This feuitlees cae which dustward dries 

















el 
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God bends from out the and says, ‘Mine held them once; I flung away 
“TI gave thee the i ‘of lifey ‘Those keys that might have open set 
Wast thou not in many ways The golden sluives of gay 
not my and heaven at strife ? But clutch the keys of yet; 
I gave thee of my seed to sow, T hear the rapers ging 0 
(Parga yop h ee chet Into God's 5 I, that 
Can I look up with face aglow, ‘With them have chosen, here 
answer, “ Futher, here is gold" ? Grope shuddering at the gates of night. 
Thave been innocent; God knows © gecionatRaanis, Wah sete meee aad 
‘When first this wasted life high Tdeal ! all in vain 
Not with grape more ly grows, | Ye enter at this ruined shrine 
Than I with every brother-man : Whence worship ne’er shall rise ri 
Now here I ; what lose my kind, ‘The bat and owl inhabit here, 


pat The sacred vessels moulder near, 

What of love and service bind ‘The image of the God is gone. 
‘This being to a brother heart 2 

Christ still was oer the earth THE OAK 


est's * . 
My snake-turned nature, sunk in slime, How in his leaves outshines full summer's 
Bearta sidersy with defiant hiss, bliss! 














‘God said, “ Another man shall be,” REG Geil woe eee 
Ti el ei as se Accepts, as overpayeth what is lent; 
‘Out of himself to fashion me; All nature scems his vassal proud 
sunned me with his ripening looks, And cunning only for his ornament. 
And Henven’s rich instincts in me grew, 

‘ns woodland How towers he, too, amid the billowed 
Send violets up and paint them blue. snows, 

An unquelled exile from the summer's 

‘Yes, I who now, with angry tears, throne, 
Am exiled back to brutish clod, Whose ‘uncinetured front more kingly 
Have \cearjr baaker for fourscore years WB, . 

A spark of the eternal God; Now that the obscuring courtier leaves 
Thani week earn = are flown. enae siz, 
trust for su uses nm bets fate poe winter 
Hoeres Riget bath barrevaslat Jowelled with sleet, like some cathedral 
Whereby to crawl away front i” 

Where clinging snore it aaa 


‘The dints and furrows af mals eivasaal 
brunt. 















So, from oft converse with life’s wintry 


E man learn how to clasp with 
i roots 
2 earth; how otherwise avails 
i = ereating that sunward 
shoots ? sai 
So every year that falls with noiseless 


flake 

i. i 

And make revered for age's sake, 

Noe fée traditions of youth's lealy pride. 
il of a churlish 

ee marlish fate, 


w sap of 

eee and heaven stand simply 
Vii thoes shall soom ut ther attend 

Berets ones with obedient seal 

vent 
‘Wait on the rooted faith and oaken will; 
the cheat they feel, 
"And turn mad Pucks to flout and mock 
~ him still. 


Lord ! all thy works are lessons; each con- 








me the least of thy Dodona-grove, 
oa apes thy truth to 


through me, nor let thy 
disdain to perch and 















With diet spare and raiment thin 
i from the father of sin; 


Wik bed of tear oed securetaes 
i a 
His heart to God's hand as wax made soft 


earnest prayer and watcbings 


He sought to know "tween right and wrong, 
asia i vith the bieeed Word 






‘Then Ambrose said, “ All those shall die 

‘The eternal death who believe not as I; 

‘And some were boiled, some burned in fire, 

Some sawn in twain, that his heart's desire, 

iA pet ah lace aes 

By the drawing of all to the righteous side. 

One day, as Ambrose was seeking the truth 

In his lonely walk, he saw a 

Resting himself in the shade of a treo; 

It had never been granted him to see 

So arene face, and the good man 
thought 

*T were fit he: should not belices’ ai iba 
ought. 


So he set himself by the young man’s side, 
And the state of his soul with questions 


tried; 

But the heart of the stranger was hardened 

Nor received the stamp of the one true 
‘creed; 

And the gpiit of Ambrose waxed sore to 

Such features the porch of so narrow & 
mind. 

“ As each beholds in cloud and fire 

‘The sbapo that answors his own i 

aheawr devin ethno dee 

The figure and fashion of his mind; 










































welcome eyes, 
Sending upward to that sunlight 
All its for sacrifice. 





Droj 
Well she knew the 
‘Well the happy song she knew. 
Forward leaped she o'er the threshold, 
we as a glancin; 4 
Fell from her the opinit's languor, 
Fell from her the body’s scurf; 
*Neath the palm next pe Arabs 
Found a corpse upon the turf. 


THE BIRCH-TREE 
Rrrrtine through thy branches goes the 


8 
Among thy leaves that itate forever; 
Ovid inv thee» pining Pee ete 


oned, 

The soul once of some tremulous inland 
river, 

Quivering to tell her woe, but, ah! | 
Guab foravert 


berous moonshine, 
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Holds up its leaves in happy, happy still- 
Waiting the dew, with breath snd pulse 


I hear afar thy whispering, gleamy islands, 
Mant back thea’ watefal Sail Sastd the 


On the brink of some wood-nestled lakelet, 

‘Thy foliage, like the tresses of a Dryad, 

Deprng rund thy slim white stem, whose 

iow 
Slopes ane down the water's dusky 
o 

Thou siink'st as on her bath’s edge would 
some startled Naind. 

‘Thou art the go-between of rustic lovers; 

‘Thy white burk has their secrets in its 

Teanbxi-walten hee the Bappiy oeme of Pe 
tience, 

And thy lithe boughs hang murmuring and 
‘weeping 

Above her, as she steals the mystery from 
thy keeping. 

‘Thou art to me like my beloviid maiden, 

So frankly coy, s0 full of trembly eonfi- 
denees; 

Thy shadow scarce seems shade, thy pat- 
tering leaflets 

Sprinkle their gathered sunshine o'er my 


senses, 
And Nature gives me all her summer con- 
fidences, 


Whether my heart with hope or sorrow 


treml 
‘Thou aympathizest still; wild and unquiet, 
T fling ine down; thy ripple, Hike a river, 
Flows valleyward, where calmness is, and 


by it 
‘My heart is floated down into the land of 
quiet. 


AN INTERVIEW WITH MILES 
STANDISH 


Tsar one evening in my room, 
Tn that sweet hour of twilight 
When blended thoughts, half light, half 


gloom, 
‘Throng through the spirit's skylight; 
The fama by Hes outed round fou bat 








‘Orsay tia chiraey 
While exabers Tike fai 
We bape i aig tary 


Isat and mused; the fire burned low, 
Crepe Somat of the rad 
"That blood ou wall and-eatings 
ky pistares CURT te voerionn 
¢ heads of ancient wise men) 
Smoothed down their knotted fronts, and 
w 
esses eplocman 


My antique hi, chair 
calrat Sra a, 
t strangers since whilere, 
Mid Andalusian heather, 
‘The oak that built its sturdy frame 
His happy arms stretched over 
‘The ox whose fortunate hide became 
‘The bottom’s polished cover. 


It came out in that famous bark, 
‘That brought our sires 
Capacious as another ark 
‘or furniture di ait 
For, as that saved of bird and beast 
ir for propagati 


of 
And furnished half the nation. 


Kings sit, they say, in slippery seats; 
But those it precipices: 

Of ice the northern voyager meets 
Less slippery are than this is; 

‘To cling therein would pass the wit 
Of royal man or woman, 

And whatsoe’er can stay in it 
Is more or less than human, 


I offer to all bores this 
Dear well-intentioned people 

With heads as void as church, 
‘Tongues longer than the steeple; 

To folks with missions, whose gaunt eyes 


See golden ages rising, — 
Salt of the earth! in what queex Goys 
‘Thon 'rt fond of crystallizing t 


‘My wonder, then, was not unmixed 
‘ith mereiful #1 
When, as my roving eyes grow fixed 


eae aaa 
1s creat anna 


_ ee 





Smooth men with rosy 


Strengths knots and goars all pared awny, 


4 He had stiff knees, the Puritan, 
‘That were not good at bending; 


“These loud ancestral boasts of yours, 
How can they else than vex us? 
were your dinner orators 





| AN INTERVIEW WITH MILES STANDISH Sr 
A and A Mere to an office on 
Whort doubiet plain Pay iner hose Melek an rE 
Were something worn and dusty, 
“Good sir,” I said, “you seem much 
Neroesly to fl the vizoss wit mia aa St ecureuil 
stree! com "— 
Onee turned to ghosts by hungry worms, “Now God confound the dastard word ! 
Are serious to meet with; My gall thereat arises: 
Your 5 are no jokes, Northward it hath this sense alone, 
though I’m not averse to ‘That you, your conscience blinding, 
Sone even are folks Shall bow your fool's nose to the stone, 
cares not to first to. When slavery feels like grinding. 
Who knows, thought I, but he has come, “'T is shame to see such painted sticks 
By Charon Kindly ferried, Ta Vaue's anil Winthiop's places; 
‘To tell me of a mighty sum ‘Lo see your spirit of Seventy-aix 
Behind my wainscot buried ? humbly in the traces, 


And 
To shout applause, as, with a eruck, 
It pools her patient shoulders. 


“ We forefathers to such a rout !— 
No, by my faith in God’s word !” 
Half rose the ghost, and half drew out 
‘The ghost of his old broadsword, 
Then thrust it slowly back again, 
And said, with reverent etre! 
“No, Freedom, no! blood Id not stain 
‘The hem of thy white vesture. 


“T feel the soul in me draw near 
The mount of prophesying; 

Tn ae Lee wae lerness I hi 
‘A John the Baptist erying; 

Far in the east Tove aay 
‘The streaks of first Reece 

And they who sowed the light shall reap 
The golden sheaves of morning. 





“Child of our travail and our woe, 
Light in our day of sorrow, 
‘Through my rapt spirit I foreknow 
The glory of thy morrow; 
Thear great stops, that through the shade 
Draw nigher still and nigher, 
And voices call like that which bade 
‘The prophet come up higher.” 


T looked, no form mine eyes could find, 

And teugh say windoersbln the 

And through my wi inks ¢] 

nt ana tune was blowing: 7 
ought I, My nei uckingham — 
Hath somewhat ta him gritty,” 











TO THE DANDELION 


Jdorado in the grass have found, 
he Sieh earth's ‘ample 


show, 
Did we but pay the love we owe, 
Shee a child's undoubting 

On all these living pages of God's book. 


THE GHOST-SEER 





— 
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Never can these hills of bliss 
Be o’crelimbed by, feet like his! 


BH tf 
i Abi 
aint 
reife 
att 
sé 


int 
Hh 
il 
al j 


Her eye, — it seems a chemic tost 

AI upon you like an acid; 

Te its you wih uteoscons sat 
clear it, so coldly placid; 

| It holds tae cise 

Ts olds, = and Sot it dose xseb winaeat 
merely 















7 ON THE DEATH OF 
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A FRIEND'S CHILD 





By soul's guins must be wrought, 
Teal bath is higher duties.” 


ON A PORTRAIT OF DANTE 
i BY GIOTTO 








ON THE DEATH OF A 
FRIEND'S CHILD 


‘This poem was in the Democratic 
Review, Rik sad the friend 

doubticas C.F: Briggn.” See tho letter of oom= 
solation addressed to him in August, Letters 1. 


golden ties 
Whereon our firm feet planting, nearer 
The it climbs, and hath its eyes un- 
"aed. 
‘True is it that Death's face seems stern 


and cold, 
When ho is sent to summon those we love, 


Es 


be 


All radiant 
OF 
With 


having 
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Ant pele ctamter: ty and re 













Conet exgens sangell arches dim 
lise Sods in pee af 
Re Sey clerd, binging Sedan ail eel Ooo ne 
= ‘He saw bis own image high over all. 
ae 


Set 


‘Ths oon of Bary board Witter groan, 


Dace haa your thrones and altars, 


ust a ral Ge 


“With gates of silver and bars of 
Yo have fenood ny ahoep bate 
Father's fold; 


T have heard the of thelr tears 
Tu heaven Those cpleen bandied yearn.” 
“O Lord and not ons the guilt, 
We build but as our fathers builts 


Behold thi how they stand, 
Bovareign and scts; thecgh all-cup lend 


artivan, 
Bp teinad yn der da nan, 


Tean, 
| ee icy wane ah ae 
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And, bright as Noa saw it, yet. 
the rainbow 
A sight Gala teeiee haat ae 


WATER INTO THE CITY OF BOSTON ‘When Winter held me in his gri 
ee eae wave, 


‘the Frog Pond on ie aes ere Bs 


of pleasore, and 
‘a selection was Bat ig tm lon 
{jah, and addresses Plate ps pote mige 





the chairman of wush-tub I eseape, 
And take in heaven my proper shape. 
Mx name is Water: I have sped pane if, to-day, elate 
strange, dark ways, untried rfl dma 


And her ere, Cochituate’s envoy, wait 
3 Aa brio your cps with nectar rue 


He sends four royal gifts by me: ‘That never will make slaves of 
Long lifo, health, peace, and purity. bie 
I'm Ceres' cup-bearer; I pour, LINES 
For flowers and fruits and all their kin, 
fer crystal from of yore SUGGESTED BY THE GRAVES OF TWO 
Stored in old Earth’s selectest bin, ENGLISH SOLDIERS ON CONCORD BAT 
s ian ripe, si TLE-GROUND 
ina irtie-prese f the dalsge trod 
peers eee ees now refills 
In that far isle whence, iron-willed, The d Orient's shrunken veins, 
The New World's sires their bark un- | The same whose vigor westward 
moored, iar, biledembpt peer 
‘The fairies? I filled Poured here upon the April grass, 
gn the tnd ver bard, : Freckled with red the ber new; 
And, ‘neath Herne’s ‘Shakespeare’ reeled tram) pi 
Back to the ash the bluebird flew. 


Poured here in vain; — that blood 
‘Was meant to make the eurth green, 

a higher, mood ¥ 
Ths beck eth Pel soon aareses 
nA Glas mark 
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came three thousand miles, and died, | But each day brings less summer cheer, 
Seep tee Fan wan te threes freee hag poor eines 
‘Their mother made her moan. Our singing birds take wing. 
‘The tarf that covers them no thrill As less the olden abides, 
‘Sends up to fire the heart and brain; less © heart aspires, 
No stronger purpose nerves the will, With drift-wood beached in past spring- 
No renews its youth again: 
From to farm the C We light our sullen fires. 


What then? With heart and hand they 


wrought, 
According to their light; 
ece e tha ates sist tent tought, 
Pere rates In what was ight, 
erties teats cocks 
‘Theirs the fifth net; the curtain first 
Rose long ago on Charles's block. 


have voices; if they threw 
<Tnage with fate beyond tir en, 
‘et to their instincts they were true, 
d the genius to be men, 
Freedom's 





Te was not 50— we once were young — 
When 


Spring, to womanly Summer turn- 
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, aud thou, blue 
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In umsing with wu faces towand the Past, 

Whale petty cares and crawling interests 
tuot 

Phen spider threads about ug which at last | 

Ainww ative g as inn chang to cramp and 














A narrowness heart, soul, aah 


weiwated year by year, 
‘i cy oa the Gaiwant sid 
oto a the whirti 





Neo tawetens crate can hold her. amd ne: 
aslo, 
a dawes 8 





tor her august alvtes 
tar aint freating te the 
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ww 
Hawwers 


Sea Fe Bald 
Daa 

rer WD wor: 
sy wh Danae ir the ree 
Skat name on Seating: amd 
to ives, 
Hendin gaunt veatentay a ne wae cares 
Mon gather Nat dry arabe of bast year's 

thaens; ‘ 








MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 








Still there ‘s » charm ungranted, still a 


grace, 
Still roey Hope, the free, the unattained, 
Makes us Possession’s languid hand let 


°T is but a fragment of ourselves is gained, 
The Future brings us more, but never all. 


And, as the finder of some unknown realm, 
Mounting a summit whence he thinks to 


see 
On either side of him the imprisoning sea, 
Beholds, above the clouds that overwhelm 
The valley-land, peak after snowy peak 
Stretch out of sight, each like a silver 
helm 
Beneath its plume of smoke, sublime and 
leak, 
And what he thought an island finds to be 
‘A continent to him first oped, —so we 
Can from our height of Freedom look along 
A boundless future, ours if we be strong; 
Or if we shrink, better remount our ships 
And, fleeing God’s express design, trace 


back 
The herefreighted Mayflower’s prophet- 
trac! 
To Europe entering her blood-red eclipse. 





Therefore of Europe now I will not doubt, 

For the bread foreheads surely win the 
day 

And brains not crowns or soul-gelt armies, 








weigh 
In Fortune's scales: such dust she brushes 


out, 


Most gracious ane the conquests of the 
: x 


Gradual and silent as a flower’s increase, 


* And the best guide from old to new is 


Peace — 
Yet. Freedom, thou canst sanctify the 
sword! 


Rravely to do whate'er the time demands, 
Whether with pen or sword, and not to 


finch, 
‘This is the task that fits heroic bands; 
Soare Truth’s boundaries widened inch by 


inch. 
T do not love the Peace which tyrants 


make; 
‘The calm she breeds let the sword’s light 
ning break ! 
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manity remain 
A beneath the feet of Austrian swine, 


And thinking the great God is thine alone, 
ee es 
What gods the heathen carves in wood and 


As if the Shepherd who from the onter 








nara ee cisterns of those Hebrew 
Drew dry the springs of the All-knower’s 
Nor shall be touched with living 
Who blow'st old altarcosls with sole 
‘Lo weld anew the spirit's broken chains. 

God is not dumb, that He should speak no 
it tho at wanderings in. the: wildas- 
hore towers the Muntain of the Voloe ns 
Wiis glices socks’ stall oo, at 
oe ce 

lore, 


Slowly the Bible of the race is writ, 

Saeed 

res i kindred, adds a verse to it, 

‘Texts of despair or hope, of ji 

While swings the sca, mists the 
mountains shroud, 

While thunder’s surges burst on cliffs of 


Still at the prophets’ fect the nations sit. 


BEAVER BROOK 


“Don't like the ‘Beaver 
oak] Twat you lant week? Yvan fnclind 
Nl of it, bat T Eve ee 


‘mill stands in a 











TO JOHN GORHAM PALFREY 





TO LAMARTINE 


1848 
I pm not thee when the crowd, 
with the moment's inspira- 


Fee tar oil ether with hosamnas loi 
“And thelr dusty adoration; 
bat looked uprand wil te ay 
pered Best. 

Fetragrenisod theo not, but xono to thee, 
Tre fokle wreaths about thee’ fing- 


strain, 
's noblest lyric; 
the Blessed Isles, no tree 


side 





Bat her own, exile that she utters; 
Ideal France, the deathless, the divine, 
Will be where thy white pennon fint- 
ters, 
As once the nobler Athens went 
With Aristides into banishment. 

No fitting metewand hath To-day 
Fee tee wits oie sealant 
Future can reach up to 
The laurel on that lofty nature, 

Bard, who with some diviner art 
‘Hast touched the bard’s true lyre, a nation’s 
heart. 
lened chords, 


Swept b; hand, the 
i Ae now in fierce by 
others, 


Gave forth one note beyond all skill of 
words, 


France is too to pay alone 
The service of that ample iit; 
tear doe low dictatorship throne, 
eighed with thy self - renouncing 
merit; 
had to thee been rust and loss; 
was i igher, — thou hast climbed 


oe a Cross 


TO JOHN GORHAM PALFREY 
Dr, Palfrey, whose name is for 








sociated ith bhi History of 
lov wee conch Diaries uate eae 





MEMORIAL VERSES 








And if the second Charles brought in 
Of ancient virtue, if it well might wring 
Souls that had broadened neath a nobler 


‘To trust the playful tiger's velvot paws: 
ay 


To see a losel, marketable 
Fearfully watering with ie rein’ best 
Cromwell’s quenched bolts, that erst had 
craskaiana 
eee all their depths of courtier 
ml 
Europe's crowned bloodsuckers, —how 
more ashamed 


we to be, who see Corruption’s flood 
isn cfée laa) yaaa" mark, to mine 





Drap not like ripened fruit about our fot 


‘e climb to years 
sweat and pain; 


“The Howamrens Sook ‘irom ‘Cniove (aaa 


Though Joss may be the hero’s 
Yet none can rob him of the victor heart 
the broad-realmed future is sub- 


And Wrong, which now insults from trie 
Seudiee bes onibare beps to senate 

Is made unwilling tributary of Good, 

© Mother State, how quenched thy Sinai 
nae cca a 

Nospack among the ashes of thy sis, 

Ae thts ty ret men, thes that erage 
And writhe 















TO W. L. GARRISON 103 
What humble hands unbar those gates of 
peat fone ‘Through which the splendors of the Ne 
wi 
PG, Ot, Day burt f baal 
= eget ape What shall one monk, searce known. be- 
Garrison drawn, yond us cel 
iaerto CF Beer ete Front Rome's farcesching bolts, and 
“Ido not agree with the abolitionists in their 
igeteaant ave -whing tosccion ‘They treat 
ideas as persons do chersls. ‘They "4 8 
think them unwholesome unless they are Rocked Europe, and discharmed the 
et Garrison is 80 used to triple crown. 
eo 
teed pie . Whatever can be known of earth we know, 
ee ene Sneered Europe's wise meu, in their 
edge of a jice. But, with all his faults snail-shells curled; 
| ee No ! said one man in Genoa, and that No 
et ‘extraordinary man. a Out of the darkness summoned this New 
‘over, but it has been a great work... « World. Y 
oo pe preene < 
‘Remember ‘was 80 
ener tese Pes ren ental soe oe || ape al mok dare incense 
erie en a rel ice ha areata da bis isa Ee eco 
ee ee, % | Who is it thwarts and bilks the inward 


Must ? 
He and his works, like sand, from earth 
are blown. 


Man abe thoreeod shifts) ead) maleecaeoe 
Be che aalg ers ae 
wih 

‘To win a world; seo the obadient hero 
By bravery’s simple gravitation drawn ! 
Shall we not heed the lesson taught of old, 
‘And by the Present’s lips i 
In our own single manhood to be bold, 

Fortressed in conscience and impregnable 


‘Yet there tho freedom of a race began. 


“Help came but slowly; surely no man 
_ Put fever to 








We stride the river daily at its spri 
Nor, in our childisi thoughtless 
What myriad vassal streams shall tribute 
How like an equal it shall greet the sea. 
O small beginni are great and. 
Based ow ali ot and 
in 


Ye build the future fair, ye conquer ' 
cea crown, and wear it 























TO THE MEMORY OF HOOD 105 
, Evil's triumphs are her endless ‘The prodigal soul from want and sorrow 
eda eercacige Bencty vi tee seat at ; 
last. And Eden ope her gates to Adam’s seed. 
power can dic that wrought for | Farewell! good man, good angel ! 
-Tagielired iy ‘this tind = 
‘Thereby a law of Nature it became, Soon, like thine own, shall lose its cun= 
And lives unwithered in its blithesome carol Sone 
Wook te’ who called it forth is but a stand, 
name. ae tae 


‘Therefore I cannot think thee wh ; 
etter part of thee fo witr we ely When that day comes, ob, may this hand 
Bary, like thine, for Freedom, and tho 


0 : like be bold 
Lec ae oe 


‘This laurel-leaf I cast upon thy bier; 

aa sae ae ee eee 
intwine; 

Upon thy hearse I shed no useless tear, — 
‘us weep rather thou in calm divine t 


J 


TO THE MEMORY OF HOOD 
ANOTHER a ‘neath ‘Time’s horizon 
To gleam o'er unknown lands and seas; 
Another heart that beat for freedom 
stopped, — 
What mournful words are these ! 
© Love Divine, that claspest our tired 
earth, 


‘And Tallest it Beat 
shir’ kadipeat bes saeco panel 


worth 
To teach men what thou art! 


His was a spirit that to all 
Wan Malas alzclce ates patel 
Eri cpaia srocl thy 


Trewdam needa all bar pootee Eig 
10 

eke eae 
Her wild imaginings. 
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truly great was 


the druid wood 


His epitaph shall mock the short-lived 
these few and simple lines 


his 2 

Lees dope 
mom ol 
ey fee 


lichen shall its lines efface, 
wouldst 


he, 
ask it of the poor.” 


stone, 


arms 
Waits with its 


No 


He needs 


é 
ema! UE ad 





o Tink love be- 
‘To work for Morey still. 





vista of his dream. 


THE VISION OF SIR LAUNFAL 





THE VISION OF SIR LAUNFAL 
al 
Decom! 
Mr. Bi 
wrote t 
‘Wate ° 
a 
‘ou enter ¢ 
aroand 
ofa 
er 
Sir Launfo 
was 
oO 
PRELUDE TO PART FIRST 
faint auroral flushes sent | Its 


Lave Divine, for" 


‘That natures 
ir 
Over his the sing organist, 
ve don fi and far a 
wander as 
from 
of his loved i 
and fervor, nearer draws his 


‘Yet thou hast called him, nor art thou un- 


° 











blood 
etal coats th inpitog son 
arth gets its price for what Earth gives 


Wes priest bath his foo who comes and 


creature's palace; 
sits al his door in the sun, 
a among the leaves, 
illumined being o’erran 
del of summer it receives; 
eggs beneath her wings, 
in her dumb breast flutters 











Tato) avery bese lat actos 


* 
Now the is so full that 
ee a drop over- 


We are ¥ now because God wills it; 


No matter barren the past may have 
°T is enough for us now that the leaves arc 
Westin the warm abade aod feel right 
How the sap creeps up and the blossoms 


swell; 
We may shut our ‘eyes, but we cannot help 





‘Acad a taen Soper dia gee ee 


For other couriers we should not lack; 
‘We could guess it all by yon heifer's 


‘Aod hark L how clear bold chantioloer, 

‘Warmed with the new wine of the year, 
Tells all in his lusty crowing f 

Joy comes, grief goes, we know not how; 

Erersthin is happy now, 
verything is upward striving; 

Jat anieany lice) fc thar east an 
true 


to be green or skies to be 





As for 


"Tis tho ‘natural way of living: 
Who knows whither the clouds have fled ? 
Tn the heaven they leave no 


wake; 
barn eg forget the tears they have 
‘ 
The heart forgets its sorrow and ache; 


‘The soul the season's Z 
And the parce te 
woe 
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PRELUDE TO PART SECOND 
‘Down swept the chill wind from the moun- 

















it was onger and sharp, 
Of Sir Launfal’s gray hair it makes a harp, 
rattles and wrings 


Tess! 
The voice of the seneschal flared like a 


As he shouted the wanderer away from the 
Bos Mase (oi ery oe 
Thrchgh the windowealits of te aale 
Resear a 
PART SECOND 


I 
‘There was never a leaf on bush or tree, 


#F 
it 
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Grail, 
Little he rocked of his earld6mi’s lous, 
No more oa his surcoat was blazoned 


the 


cross, 
in his soul the sign he wore, 
Eott tos atetingrach the pour: 
m 


But 
The 


‘And sought for » shelter from 
In the light and warmth of 5 
He sees the snake-like caravan crawl a 


TTo where, in itt slender necklace of grass, 
‘The little spring laughed and leapt in the 


And with its own self like an infant played, 
waved its signal of palms. 
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eyes 
he 
Racomeabared 5 het & guise 
He had flung an 
Wise eat a young seine 
And set forth in search of the Holy 
Hs petal la trio i ang tele 
in sin, 
paper 
ve eat 
T aS Saorate ame ae coarse brown 


fed, 
't was red wine he drank with his 
thirsty soul. 


vir 
As Sir Launfal mused with a downcast 


A ight hone rnd aboot he pas 
Sroushed 

But stood before him 

Shining avd tall and fair and 

As the pillar that stood by the Boasti 


Himself the Gate whereby men can 
Enter the temple of God in Man. 
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LETTER FROM BOSTON Tar 


gift without the bare; No longer scowl the turrets 
eel wih fs, ‘The Bomeuors long aloge tt lat ke Ter; 








fF disguise, 
And mastered the fortress ise; 
‘be Grll in my cate ere i found! | Thery ta no. apt aho lover ao wal on 
Tat it bo the spider’s banquet-ball; | She lingers and smiles there the whole year 
Grail.” zona 
of ‘The meanest serf on Sir Launfal’s land 
x ‘Has hall and bower at his command; 
‘The castle gate stands open now, ‘And there’s‘ no poor man in the ‘North 


As the hangbird is to the elm-tree bough; | But is lord of the earldom as much as he. 


LETTER FROM BOSTON 


en ee oe Me Tomes es of The Pi Freeman, where the verses 
‘who had sucoveded Whittier as editor were first published. 


December, 1848, With her swift eyes of clear steel-blue, 

















ve - The coiled-up marpring of the Fair, 
way saving time, Originating everywhere 

Do this letter up in rhyme, ‘The expansive foreo withoat « sound 
‘Whose slim stream four pages flows | That whirls a hundred wheels around, 


u 
Ere one is packed with tight-screwed prose, | Herself meanwhile as calm and still 
‘Threading the tube of an epis ‘As Use Tare sown Ob Srorpeek es 
througha whistle. | A noble woman, brave and apt, 


ty 
‘The great attraction now of all Who might, with those fair tresses shorn, 
Ts tho “Bazaar” at Fanouil Hall, “The Malt of Orlenns" easque ave wort 
Herself the Joan of our Ark, 
For every shaft a shining mark. 


And there, too, was Exiza Fouien, 
Who scatters atom pollen 
Where’er a blossom she can find 
bo, or brisker,) — Hardy enough for Truth’s north wind, 
somehow turned John Ziska, Each sever ‘int of all her face 
Teemblingy ight with the inward grace, 
all motion nae it light 
tike phosphorescent seas at night. 


‘There jokes our Epaunp, plainly son 
Of bin who eased setae : 
non-resistant ay i 


pee ra calamet he'd ears 
And scourge him with the olive 
A master with the foils of wit, 
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A FABLE FOR CRITICS 
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a an ugly Seelhng 


making: 


ible to weld 
without 


oe ut ‘ 


eae 

















my windows 
air, T 


y 
of it till I 
eas eens of reepen- 





Beailer ! wath up at once {it wit soon be 100 tate), 
‘and buy at @ perfectly ruinous rate 


A FABLE FOR CRITICS: 


As PRRRETS A TARULAL YEW ODE VOLUMES 


A GLANCE AT A FEW OF OUR LIT- 
ERARY PROGENIES 


OMS, MALAPROP'S WORD) 
FROM THE TUB OF DIOGENES; 
A VOCAL AND MUSICAL MEDLEY, 
omar m5, 

A SERIES OF JOKES 
‘By A Wonderful Quis, 


WHO ACCOMPANTEN MIMNELE WIT A RUDA-DUBDUR, PULL 
OF SPIRIT AND GRACE oo ILE TOR OF THR TUR, 


Sel forth in Octoder, the Bat day, 
Tn the year 48, G. P. Putnam, Broadway. 
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Ay 
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rip 
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Free 
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ai 
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He 
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though (ii lest. 
jough (in the gentlest of ways) 
f ys) 


slender thing; rhyme-ywinged, with a sting 


in its tail, But, by nddings and alterings 
Sok revionsly planned, digr ions chance~ 
hatched, birds’ eggs in the sand, and 





A FABLE FOR CRITICS 
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He 


than it 


Heid 


F. 
ES 


Fe 


it, by secing his betters 
init Now find, by a 


g 


pleasing. 

is schedule, that they can- 
to be over-sedulous about 
it seems I have 
sure of for boiling 


I 


ge 






i 
i 


i 









our poots as find not 
joned once in my pages, 
lames, let them S&ND IN 
hout further DELAY, to 
. Purwam, Esquire, in 
) where a Lisr will be kept with 
the strictest regard to the day and the hour 
‘reeei |. Then, taking them 
have time (that is, if 

in rhyme), 

each his PROPER POS) 
of ONk AvTHOR to each 
ens a PREMIUM is of- 
ly HIGH (ns the magazines 
they tell their ne lie) to induce 
their resources and buy the 


eis? 
iy 
eral 


Fe 


hg ecg until they bave all 


run through the mill, 
and 












composil 
lightfal and fais 
author, unless he be wealthy willing 
pay for that kind of delight, i in 
instances, called on to writ 
are, it is said, who, their spirits to 
slip in a new title-page three 


ete 


5 


frp 
i 


q 


i 


favor, — much as if a 
should fall to and treat the U; 
to a picture of meat. 

You remember (if not, pray turn 
ward and look) that, in writing the preface 
which ushered my book, I treated you, 


‘i 


FE 


i 


not a pin, unsustained by the higher court 
sitting within. 

But I wander from what I intended to 
say,— that you have, namely, shown such 
a liberal way of thinking, and so m 
esthetic perception of anonymous worth in 
the lsome reception you gave to my 
book, spite of some private piques (havi 
Lo the first thousand in 
weeks), that I think, past a doubt, 
measured the phiz of yours most dev 
Wonderful Quiz, you would find that 
vertienl section was shorter, by an inch and 
two tenths, or 'twixt that and @ quarter. 

You have watched a child playing —' 






es. | 





Hit 
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of one of you now, i (and one of them heaviest, too) to a staff, 


it 
E 
ae 
et 
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For the god being one day too warm in his 


Else took bu tio tabs 15 Soeaps Ble pcouione 
Be the cause what it might” froma his offers 


Her memory he nurved as akind of a tonic, 
Something bitter to chew when he’ play 


And I can’t count the obstinate nymphs 
that he brought over 

By sateen ad ok eee 
he thonght of her. 

“ My ease is like Dido's,” he sometimes re- 
marked; 

“When I last saw my love, she was fairly 
em! 

Tn 4 laurel, as she thought — but (ah, how 
Fate mocks ! 

She has found it by this time a very bad 


box; 
Lot hunters from me take this saw when 
they need 







ey 

‘You ‘re not always sure of your e when 
yurened it 

Just conceive such a change taking place 
in one's mistress 

What romance would be left ?— who et 
flatter or kiss trees ? 

And, for meroy's sake, how could one 


With a dull wooden thing that will live 
tnd will die a log, — 
Not tomy that the thot would forever 



















A FABLE FOR CRITICS 


I might torn for the nonce a Byronic phi- 







“And bewit hall the fats by bemonning the 
rei acta sorting bangibva, though; to 
begin on, — 

A Yom, aa it were, for the fancy to spin 
What hots all your grist? i nn noer be 
Tila makes the arms of the wind- 

mill go 5 

(Or, if ’t is a water-mill, alter the meta- 
Speeeaice ment sty sare the wheel be 
Or tag in “ae stuff about water ‘so 


It is ae aphor, though, ’t is a sim- 
Atte wa oot easing, 


Here, ia fetch one; not very far 
















119 

On a us stage of existence, our 

Had Biden pts, wth te Bae ao 

He tnd tn," fat you may safely 

Of a very rola stock a most eminent 

Aveta oT Reals ancl tals ares Scheoe 

Who stretch tho now boots Earth  unwille 

Whom ‘Sot all shapes and sorts 

Whose ae Ty ks thy icedaw a avley nae 

Wits ies, Nola are dear e cuseay 
and buy one, 

Whe think ery 8 rine Ont ela 

Who biti hey er hata al wth he 
ion 

they hunt lions also, whenever 

they spy one), 

Was caette eas every good fortune 

And at last choose the hard bed of honor 
to die on, 

Whose pedigree, traced to earth's earliest 
‘Cars, 

Ta! Toeages thant“ nny thie aloe! bag theta 
ears; — 

ir | a eet Me on wok WS 

He socked he loca ace ‘etept tors an 
}00F 

Though a kk ‘eked med’ abused by his bipedal 

Yet bo file no mean place inthe Kingdom 

letters: 


ar bape a a literary hack, 
He ve ‘only papell rags om his 


(For it makes « vast difference which side 
the mill 
One acai oe' she paper bie aoe 
So, when his soul waited a new 7 
gration, 
And cee balanced 'twixt this 
ion, 
Not having much time to 
bothers, 


Rentaeitactege he *d had some 
with authors, 
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hen, ing by indaty 


Got notices up for an unbiased press, 
With s 80 well poised, it seemed 


equally made for 
Spaces ox sham, just which chanced to 
From this point his progress was rapid and 
Eta pst ofa regular leary veviowar. 
And here I must say he wrote excellent 
On Hebraical points, or the force of Greck 


up the space nothing else was 










him a new book, fresh ont of the 

him at sea without compass 
hart — 

aspired to the rank of an art; 


re was engraft, something foreign 
fia chthe stirs ind tro 





es. | 


Pe Sreefoc ie tat) 
print, for our sakes, 

Hearst os with the Bard of 

Or, lodged by an Arab guide, ventured to 
render a 


i it of the ruins at 
Comprehensive account 


As T said, he was never Ash 
tee hae tae te 


If he boasted, ’t was simply that he was 
A I, for one, never gai 
— = 


‘respect for my Maker supposing a skill 


And set upa kind of a man-mam = 
‘An event which I shudder to think about, 


That Men ta mskdl, seoounlshis bag, 
He meant well enough, but was still in 
‘As dunces still'are, lot them be wliere thay 
Tadeadileriapoeae to come into exist- 
To impede other folks with their awkward 
Teg pattie baen: eA Hy vee 
an sin ith himself, T beliove, on my 
He'd manage to got betwixt somebody's 


ins, 
And pitch bim down bodily; all in bis sing, 
To the grave polar bears sitting round on 


ice, 
AIL shortening their grace, to be in for a 


Or, if he found nobody else there to pot 
‘Why, one of his legs would just trip up! 


. 
For there ’s nothing we read of in 
Tis & poemeehay aS plas UP 
a well- unee, wil 
ef intentions 
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A FABLE FOR CRITICS 123, 
Of“A ‘Star's first im) As the of Didaskalos tis. 
oe pressions paw on tt jests 
“Stop! stop!” with their hands o’er their ~e | 
ears, screamed the Hereashiemmedcne ert c 
“He may go off and murder himself, if he | But Batt wel be mug a Yeast, I 
Something out of Absyrtus, or turn your 
iris: 
Atari's prose metaphor, awa fom 


But saan ‘he won't say this or that 
(A sc, mat may ot aed ieee aa 


Aer saying peal he could possibly 
Isimply will state that I the 
ny ae 
A mire, ankle-deep, of deliberate confusion, 
Made up of old jumbles of classic allusion: 
So, when ou were thinking yourselves to 
Pie eomadlte Love arsall re mags > 

ave 


Rahee atte fee tations I’ve kindly 
omitted. 


I'd apologize here for my many digres~ 
Were tn tat I'm certain to trip into 
fresh 
(72 aa: bard to omsaye tf yon me Saree 
esh once); 
Tast reflect, if you pleaso, how in aald by 
Horntins, 


That Mweonides’ nee now and then, and, 


my gracious 
Tt certainly does look a little bit ominous 
When he ‘gets Fema) with fon d’ 


ease ‘occurs which I'll just 
ie to, 

And say it P mya ere @ Zoilus have time 

Any author « nap like Van Winkle’s may 


If he only contrive to readers awake, 
But oe Soa himself laid on 


helf, 
If they fall a-nodding when he 
self.) 7 











Grace foe, te sence a 
Wha Eaton expend Me 




















Wie ounetse Gal cined ab cree ee 


Set off for the garden as fast as the wind 
(Or, to take comparison more to my 


aera Teaves conscience be- 
And leaped the low fence, us a party hack 


For, of all com that 
sonnet 

oom Pepe Bi aie Bal Foc, Seon pn 
ity 

It should reach with one impulse the end of 
its course, 

And for one final blow collect all of its 

Not ‘should be but each 

we Gould tend salient, one 
a wave-Hil ‘ing to at 
oad; up-gathering to break 

80, condensing the stren; here, 

a wry kin! 

He was killing the time, when up walked 
Mr. D—; 

At a few steps behind him, a small man in 
asses: 

Went tier aliont, seating, | Maries 
oat of hi te he ‘d take, 

From out of his pocket a 

With a ond Tobe of martyrdom ted fo 

And, reading a squib at himself, he ’d say, 
“Here Taee 

"Gainst American letters a bloody conspir- 

They ae al hy my person enemies wrt 
A 

T must an anonymous letter to Britain, 

Sci sti Set Ca yall 4 Be none igs 

pecan He tay Bel oe Wb Ocpyaignt ase 

For, on this side the water, "t is prudent to 


meanwi 
Went over some sonnets of his with n file, 
positions, he thought that the 
















A FABLE FOR CRITICS 





ee eet ie ee 
‘Of that humbeg —snecess, 


anti-American 
Rito be Tes aco we 'r¥ Weare eee, 
e 


‘The whole aim of our lives to get one Eng- 
lish notice ; 
My American putts I wonld willingly burn 
(They're all from one source, monthly, 
‘To got but a Kick from a transmarine jour- 
So, culling the gibes of each critical 
‘As if thoy ‘oro jlums, and himself were 
Teak Hloraer, 
He came cantiously on, peeping round every 
corner, 
And into'ech hole whore a wens! might 
ig the koe of some crite asain, 
0 stabs to the heart with a caricature, 
Not so bad us those daubs of the Sun, to be 
sure, : 
Yet done with a dagger-o'-type, whose vile 


portraits 
Disperse all one’s good and condense all 
‘one’s poor traits. 


A ee 
q 
And uxt of sight the new rl 
Huet ol son hymes 
*Good day, Mr. D— Tm to meet. 
a 80 a criti¢ x0 nent, 
Who through Grab Street the soul of a 
carries ; 
What news from that suburb of London and 
Which latterly makes such shrill claims to 
lize 
‘The eredit of being the New World's me- 
tropolis 2” 





“Why, nothing of consequence, save this 
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‘That inn’t a copy of something that's for- | You may feel 00 (when once you 
eign, are it 


And assaults the American Dick—” 


“ Nay, 't is clear 


‘That your Damon there's of a flea in 









He wo by some hme, just to hae he 


Thonestly think, if fool in Js 
seedia turn up His nse ab tbe * a pecerad 


esa 
Teh they sme wail tetinct 
Would ot anated,roprinted and show 
3 
As ight take off stock to 
och oe 
The round his own neck of the 
Nor wold lti¢rstso bt colamnafter 
Signed Cato, or Brutus, or something as 


of displaying his critical crosses, 
Se Mpraieg iat Soot (canuapacats fe: 


His broadsides resulting (this last there 's no 
Be eeearey soe ing the eraft they're 
ety toes ‘hen an author is hit 
he have sot «pic alate” 
him only keep close Ma ang gurree's 
And nobody ‘d think of his foes — or of him 
either 
iTatiaatior hase any toast fibro, of warth 
Abuse» oa oka Biel ceganic cast 
in him; 
aise critics on earth cannot erush with 


‘word that's in tune with the nature of 
lal 







so; meanwhile I have 


"it jat Kove the goodness 


his ear, 
paca eno one. elve Keraiabed dem gratis, | 





As to deem it not unworth your while to re- 
view 
And I think I can promise your thoughts, 
‘A placd ik Uecpecs Dance SA Hacaye 
a eee eae oh Geil 78 
For th het sare you've 
bore given tis weg, ou ah Ine hava 
Bat I've forty-two left, standing al side by 
(The resend accepted that one copy 
Trontus val cle att gape ee 
i EC! neatly written 
The vehi, sure, will proclaim a Te 
When he hears of that order the British 
HUSOUID 
Has sent for one set of what books were first 
That thas a the fest tly for’t is hinted 
‘That this is the hope he 
Has ever had raised for the ‘of a copy. 
Tire Hhomght very often % wold ba meet 


thing 
Tn all public collections of books, if 
Were Si oft Heald Ihe tho acta fan 


Marked ae, suited to desolate islands, 
And seal such books as could never be 


Save by readers of proofs foreed to do it 
for — 
ick oskate aa wrecked on in small 


country taverns, 


Such ot herinits might mortify over in 
Such as Satan, if printing had then boos 
invented, 
As the Sool woe, would to Job have 
Sach 9 Cron ight dip although 
few 
Outrageosly Cos fate as poor 
And since pains philanthropists just now 
banging 
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eee 
heever has that the Bible 
ia a 
‘And that vital religion would dull and grow 

Unrefreshed, now and then, with a sniff of 
And ta Sig to ink looks 
To choke poor seamp for the glory of 


And that He who esteems the Virginia reel 
‘A bait to draw saints from their spiritual 


weal, 
And the quadrille ag a far greater 
vel 
‘Than cru his African children with 
Sing all who take par in «walls oreo 
‘Are mounted for hell on the Devil's own 
Who, as every true orthodox Christian well 
Approaches the heart through the door of 
toes, — 
That He, I was saying, whose judgments 
are stored 
For such as take steps in despite of his 
wor 
Should look’ with delight on the agonized 
Ota wiih nhs not the least ground 
eaalaie are: seasoe by, sings a verse 
About offering to God on his favorite hal- 
Ad whe he legs oop fom tei 
ing divergence, 
Sells the elothes to pare varia the corpse 
Now, instead of ail th this, I think I ean di- 


rect you all 
‘To acriminal code both humane and effect 


T propose io shut every doer of wrong 
ith these de: ieepert beak or for such term, 


Betyeaicie: ei ise mata Met 
Shall be by your wise legislators decided: 





Thus: Let murderers be shut, to grow 
wiser 

At bard Inbor for life on the works of 

Potty thieves, kept from crimes 
reat flagranter 

eo aes Yankee Doodle a blank term 
years, — 

That Ameri like the Engli 
Laan @ English, no 


Just the sugar and lemons and spirit left 
out. 


“But es comes Tityras Griswold, 


‘The flocks whom he first ‘ks alive, and 
then feeds on, — bee 


warm 
He goes for as perfect a — swan as the rest. 
beer 
Ave ik go ails egos to ang tro 
ies On, 
Wheel yees is grand verse, while. his 
‘verse, the knows, 
A ee No, 't is not even 


Tm speaking of metres some poems have 

From those rare depths of soul that have 
ne'er been excelled: 

‘They ‘re not epics, but ral does n't matter 

In eng, the only hard thing’s to 

A grase-blade’s no easier to make than an 

It you've once found the "ve 

y he way, you 

In the worst of his pooms are minos of rich 
matter, 

But thrown in n heap with a crash and a 


clatter; 
Now it is not one thing nor another alone 
Makes a poem, but rather the general 


tone, 
‘The ae pervading, uniting the 


‘The before uhooncetved, unconcefvable son, 
So that just in removing this trifle or that, 


you 
‘Take away, as it were, a chief limb of the 
state; 
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and lea 
ene ewer 


Ee one, haee tree. Su 
* But, to come back to Emerson (whom, 
by the ways... ‘ee 
I believe wo left waiting), —his is, we may 

say, 
Greek head on right Yankee shoulders, 
whose range 
Has 01 for one pole, for t' other the 
He sccms, to may thinking (although I'm 
eee tag re one sre tile arg 
4 Potha Semen where the Egyp- 
And the Gaicon’s shrewd wit cheok-by-jowl 
All admire, and yet scarcely six converts 
he’s 
Mo dent (nr they either) exaelly know 
For though he builds glorious temples, * i 
He leaves never a doorway to get in a 
"Tis g to old-fashioned people like 


‘To mest 8 such a primitive 
In whose mind all creation is duly re- 


As parts of himself —just a little pro- 
And 


A convert nthng bat Emerson 
perfect a balance there is in his head, 
‘That he talks of things sometimes as if 


were dead; 
Site eatery, lore, God, and affairs of that 
Hie looks nt as merely idens; in short, 
As if they were fossils stuck round in a 























as he, 





b's willing to worship the stars and 








ty 
vast extent that our earth's a mere 


tad he is inclined to conjec- 
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Ench figure, word, gesture, just fits the 
WIE tig geet reaisen ee 
sort ‘em, 
Bt yor ca stp manpesting ae wit 
post mortem. 
“There are mole-blind to the 


soul's make and style, 
Who insist on a Ukeness "twixt him and 






vastly fairer, 

Casiylo’s the more burly, but E. ts the 
rarer; 

He sone anes objets but: oleae, true 


Te O.%s.as orighial, E.'s more poouliaty 
Ree ee 


the one, 
‘OF ta otter he's saure of a Sameera 
€.’s the Titan, as shaggy of mind as of 


E. the syed Olympian, rapid and 
D 

‘The one’s two thirds Norseman, the other 
half Greek, 

Where the one’s most abounding, the 


other’s to seek; 
C's generals require to be seen in the 
mass, — 









And rims common-sense things with mysti- 
eal hues, — 

E, sits in a mystery calm and intense, 

And looks coolly around him with sharp 
common-sense ; 

C. shows you how every-day matters unite 

With ts transdiurnal recesses of 
night, — 

apes, preternatural way, 

ies matters of mere every 









day; 
c. draws a hi characters quite & la Fu- 


Not skthing pale Handles of sine 
He bar rae brush so untamed 
They seem nothing but bundles of mi 


and tl 


E. is rather like a rier lines 
severe, 
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eee ere revece we end one follomn 
Erhog Set has daly contanig sank 
ee eet Died that’s not some- 
es River boatman, who always 
To convey friend or foe without charging a 
‘And vo fond of tho trip that, when leisure s 
Hots hima opi he can't gt a fare. 
—— his logic paca 


recat ‘Manttin w, 


mise ‘white needs no proof, but it 


takes a deep fellow 
‘To prove it jet-black, and that jet-black is 


Revita ie troe faith to driok in 











And gurgles along with the liquidest 
WT is not deep as a river, but who'd have it 
Ina where scarcely a village is 
Dhet has not ts anther sxblime and pros 


eae eee Toe 
And Willis’s shallowness makes half 


Rsseaanlby, 
His prose winds along with a blithe, gur- 
Ad elt lft Heaven it cane init 
iia w pariewial by ieee pone are 
7? ia the five out-of-doors with it geanize 
hearty phiz; 
eee a 
Sinco mort bens reflect bat the crown of a 
ved aad read w a tree, 
truly delightfel thes Mis A Tbr, 
Wi ad te wes flowing over 
Like spades meting te te of 9 
With Jan coming nly your shoulder to 
Breeane waiting to tara every laf of jour 
And Nature to criticise afi as you read, — 
ue een uae ‘ears that is.a rare one Ia- 
“He's so innate a cockney, that had he 
been born 
Where plain bare-skin’s the ouly full-dress 
that is worn, 
He'd have given his own such an nir that 
say 
'T had boen mate by tailor o lounge in 
His muro elas of camp with the 
foam on 
As tonder as Fletcher, us witty as 
Go hia ‘bash thlaga are one in 
a the moment; 


sl it, 
Bat, the fixed air once gone, he can 
ro-make it. 






SEE 
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For that of Jew Peter by good Romish 
(You may add for yourselves, for I find it 
EIN che taikion you! have aver, oc uo, beard 
And when you "ve done that — why, invent 
a few more). 
His hearers can’t tell you on Sunday be- 
‘If in that day’s discourse they "ll be Bibled 
or a 
‘ized the idea his 
sein pice’ (by his martyr 
‘That all men (not orthodox) may be in- 
ot though wisdom profane with his crved 
he may weave in, 
He mk i gts le what he daw 
While some, wo ges him, think all 


2 of of Ti 
Basse Eel rin Seber 


Beata 
Would be left, if we did n't keep carefully 


























You forget the man wholly, you *re thank- 
ful to meet 

With a preacher who smacks of the field 
and the street, 

And to hear, you're not over-particnlar 
wi 

Almost Taylor’s profusion, quite Latimer’s 
sense. 
as quiet, as cool, and 

, silent icoberg, that never is 

ar hf eaten *h is kindled o° 

ites 

With a semblance of flame by the chill 
Northern Lights. 

Ho may rank (Griswold says o) frst bard 

your nation 

Chere a doubt that he stands in su- 

Your wp pat he may set his 

Bat no a pe come, peal follow- 

He ton stat ad too polished to hang 

ont 
Unqualified malls if you 
vem, 

Boe be eae aA the ono merit, of | kindling 

Teh nce gon te sth tn joao 

Lite tingid up wih te trae seth 

“He (ie ae) nice reading in summer, 

Nay wot wat ex ring Sn win 

Tak Mi Bin Hi dha dest of Palys my ote 

When yon feel an Egyptian devotion to 

Bat, deat so uglts enn po 

He wee as ‘held’ river, and 
wood in hi 


‘And his heart, midst of brick 
or where'er it is, 
softens, and 
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‘The poct may chanee to go right or go 
Content with the whit] and delirium of 
Tea. iis gre %s not always correct, 
SRG aise coripeat Mow ycea 


Not his though, for those are struck 
Of al wbiie hence 






Both singing and striking in front of the 
And hitting his foes with the mallet of 








were but shall, ‘be so 

ae 

Who have beaten your pruning-hooks 
into swords, a 

Ce fe ae 

By the epi of men an of women than 

Why stand aca at ae 
a 

‘You sealp Lie anata: ‘for Back re for 

Your calli iseiloct Gnade dea keno 
all day long 

oe ee ae use of hard lan- 

While rs art Deas quaker to 
think of such men 

As signed Tyranny's doom with a bloody 

While on F. julys beardless orators 
fright one 

With hints at pobre meters 

You need not look shy at your sisters 

ihe ate gi eae rea the free- 

ers; — 
Bes aa th, twine & wreath forthe loyal 


But of broad, Desathal calc isqres sae saey 
zens saved 


“Here comes Dana, abstractedly loiter- 

Tieclred x post-future of 
law re of 600 

We'll be goles to rita whut cone! be 

Till the Muse, ere be think of it, gives him 
tho mitten, — 

Who is so well aware of how things should 

That his own ‘ork, plate im burs 


"re be 
Win po'well all (oat-aakat icp geod 










es | 
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His strength is so tendor, his wildness so 
‘That a suitable sets one to seek, — 
He's a John Foaqué, a Puritan 


When Nature was shaping him, clay was 
For making so full-sized a man as she 
erate fae protaed sail foe sorecaea 
And she could not have hit a more excellent 
Fies mabe other stecne cine baseo eck 
That she tried it again, shortly after, in 
Only, wile ah was koeading and shaping 
She sang to hor work in her sweet childish 
And fod; when sh put the lat touch 
Tat thn ase hal somehow got mined 


Seeeeer a ovne who's written six vol- 
Het al nt: well, let's grant 


Ca description of praise, 
coronet’s certainly cheaper than 


a eaenalie 


the American Scott. 
say) aor 


of his novels of which he’s most 





Are just Natty Bumppo, daubed over with 

And his Long Toms are the same 
ikty 

alse ups ae pants and a sou'wester 

(Though once in a Coffin, a good chance 
was found. 

‘To have slipped the old fellow away under- 

All his other men-figures are clothes upon 


‘The derniére chemise of a man in a fix 
(Asia captain bealaged, elisa Bet petsiece 


Eels up ope pam poles ta) Ua naxnicias 
Hen cerea ier from one model 


All sappy as maples and flat as a prairie. 
fam comy cates the 


As a cooper would do in composing a cask; 
He picks out the slaves, of their qualities 


Just hoops them together as tight as is 
And, ifthe beit fertane ebould crown the 


Has made at the most something wooden 
and empty. 


vory ill at ease; 
‘Tho men who have given to one character life 
And objective existence are not very rife; 


You may number them all, both prose- 


And Natty won't go to oblivion quicker 
Than Adams the parson or Primrose the 
vicar. 


“ There Cooper I 
tormed ttaea — 
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O my friends, thank your god, if you have 
*Twixt the Old World and you set the gulf 


‘a sea; 
Reewa-beatadl wpesgt 
By hele of hemisphare shape yor 
Be true to and this new nine- 


vateatas, fe bowers; axa’ pistere- hy 
ae h forge, b bas carve, paint, 
Me your on Now Wer nti contsive 
RES ere pen wide to: the Fann 
Eeasreasere ys il, bat yoaresioe fz 
Stand fronting the dawn on ‘oil's heaven- 
eee 
Him jut ens a proven shudder 
Is it ou hare your ne and the 


new race of more practi~ 


ene rreeeths whe fad is 

More pope than trish, “The 
‘man ’s a fanatic, 

I’m a tailor with warm tar and 

| Anil will make’hi a sit that ll serve in 
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Ti maiag Sa Oe Cabos 60h aie 

Apter male ‘but whenever I ‘ve hap- 
to meet 

With a wrong or a crime, it is always con- 

pegs severely; then turning 

“Th mista o such ellos as jst made 


takin busy nati 
ara of ek piifal cotta 
But there. gomes, Mizaods, Zoos ! whsre 


too ! 

She als askin; ber) 

Prope arp Spb 

Sho tall we yell tee ate qe 

She ’s ‘been ‘travelling now, and will be 
worse than ever; 

One would think, though, a sharp-sighted 
noter she ’d be 

Of all that ’s worth mentioning over the 
‘sea, 

For a woman must surely see well, if she 


EU rae 


She will take an old 


By saying ein hr Syne tone 
Or persuad: sched ee tremen- 


doualy dee 
psa put yon S290 
me whe wel her day sky wiactatea pee 


Whee nas he ing ised wp her infinite 
me throu; 

There is one Ee sin awas RSE 
single right, 

It is oH and genuine —namely, her 


Though” = acting a8 censor, she pri- 
vately blows 
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You fancy a whirlpool below white and 
And finally drop off and light upon —no- 
The © has twists in him, faint 
ee eas ens tn the tetesh cirec- 
When he's wrong. be is ft, when he’s 


he can’t show 
He'll fl yo Sok i about the 
Or how From was outage by Teny- 


He a pnt hi pare time and intel- 

, on ench art and science, 
Berg ut a at nr 
And though aemo, we're told, horis omnibus 
‘The rule will not fit him, however you 


it, 
Mahan tetsere forests opal ait toes 
‘He has just en force to spoil 


os a sort of mosquito to be 
reece enegh te: dispute te’ agree 


‘These sketches I made (not to be too 








And other such trials for sensitive n+ 
Tost look for x nstand St eee 
My faney skies bank from the phantom 
Why, there's scareely » member unworthy 
"Neath at Fourier neknanes dhe Bora 
Only shin ‘hat that infinite bore-pow'r 


If applied with a oilitaclan view 
Sorpostels for example, we shipped it with 


To Sahara's great desert and let it bore 
there; 

If they held one short session and did no- 

ee co hai 


Bot fe bese now with phonographie 
to follow Lag 


some more of his sketches our 
Apollo: — 
ae wren ay, Breen ae aaa 
You that's whieh you tok for 
One half of him contradicts ¥ other; his 
Ts to say i he Me aes do very 
His manner’s as hard as his feelings are 
And a sortie hol make when he means to 
sui a 
Hos in joke half the time when be seems 
to be sternest, 
NI 
in earnest; 
He has common senso in a way that’s un= 
Hates humbug and cant, loves his friends 
like = woman, 
eA EE 
Loves s prejadico detier than aaght 
Is upright Quaker, half 
Loves Freedom too well to go stark 
about her, 
Quite artless himself, is a lover of Art, 





nh lame as they're 

Facts with bor are acoomplished, as Freneb- 
A as 

They will prove she wishes them to 

‘And, as fact lies on this side or that, wo 
must try, 4 

en et 


Twas telling her once of » marvellous aloe 
‘That for gare (st years tad atEa 


had, ig tare by by the fenitfullest 
a 
Ti iy orn marked (as xsl, you 
‘Often will in a calm) that it never would 
For he wished to exhibit the plant, and de- 
That its blow gal tape tn rng 
“At last it was told him that if he should 
Mim roots with the blood of his unmarried 
Breed ota ccs, a hic mothas, a Calvinint, 


Law’s serious caul on her 
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‘And thinks aks it Geometry’ fal if he fin 


141 
And to ra his hig volume in ase of the 
Ani farther advise he should pay him ve 
paar ae on his wristbands: 

ee 


And wondered much for the show he 
She hall Hatened utter indifference to 
this, till 
pair Se oe 
ap beernalg npr pet 
oe 


botanical filicide dead 
It had blown, but he reaped not 
vor it few with such force as to blow out 
And ans es tiomatas ou on 
the wad, 
Which was paper, was writ ‘Visitation of 


As well as a thrilling account of the deed 
incerta ceca kindly allowed me to 







“Well, my friend took this story up 
hyeias por founding thats laid 


at on 

She combed if and washed it and clothed it 
and fed it, 

And as if "t were her own child mest ten- 
derly bred it, 

Laid the scene (of the legend, IT mean) far 
away a- 

coon iro rae meron Hima- 

And by artist-like touches, laid on here 


Made the whole thing so touching, I 
frankly declare ea 

T have read it all thrice, and, perhaps 

But 1 found every time there were 
aystmce 


“The science tells us, the 
conti 









Et bees senile the fair dawn of the simple 
and true, 

aoe to make all 

"T ban nck pine woos of bry 

Such as only the breed of the Mayflower 
could till; 

The Faaea”s shown in it, tough to the 

Sach a8 smiting Agag on red Mar 

With cosine humor, half choked by 
the drouth 

In brown hollows about the inhospitable 
mouth; 

‘With a soul full of pootry, though it has 

About findi: 

Fall of tendarnes, to, thongh it shrinks 

CES sine the coarse, chagey 
bark; 

bab aot visions, ows wretlings of God 

peer ‘own Sinais and thunderings 


a happiness out of the 






strong-will-giving, brave, 
fold Greylock — who is it 
tec died in bank- 
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= 
Sietene 38 vee eay oe logs the | 


Blocks to their plas beetles drive 
aw 
ising 


eae mace eee a she croons to 

n 

Of her fast-fying shuttles, year out and 

While from carth’s furthest corner there 
comes not a breeze 

But wafts her the buzz of her gold-glean- 


What thSugh thoee hora ands ha 
found small time are 
ae eee eee and music and 


Was wat wuish the seasons, the ocean, 


forest, 
To bridle and harness the rivers, the steam, 
Making those whirl her Duby bests thie this 
tug in her team, 


Hos. iot be toe bata tn: tong lle 


Wi 
The A ibicot ever from Herakles down: 
To Odin, the Earth's iron sceptre and 
crown: 


Yes, She fo noble Mother! if ever 


Conld. bee claipred for creating heroieal 

‘Thou hast won it; if ever the laurel dis 

Crowned the Makor and Builder, that - 
is thine! 

Thy songs are right epic, they tell how this 

Rook-tib i fon ort here was tamed and 

‘Thou hast written them plain on the face 
of the planet 

In brave, deathless letters of iron and 

te; 

‘Thou bast printed them deep for all tim 
they are set 

From the as runic type-fount and | 

With eae ee Berkshire hills and 


They ae ars ot the burly old 






If the idronee‘ol of the Old World, in queru- 


lous 

As thy. ‘Art and thy Letters, point proudly 
to these, 

Or, if they deny these are Letters and Art, 

Toil on with the same old invincible heart; 









Thou art rearing the pedestal broad-based 
and 

Whereon ir shapes of the Artist shall 
stand, 

And creating, through labors undanuted 
and long, 

The theme for all Sculpture and Painting 
and Song! 


“But my good mother Raystate wants 
no praise of mine, 


Sho learned from her mother n precept di- 





- 

About something that butters no parsips, 
her sorte 

In another direction lies, work is her sport 

(Though whe "ll curtsey and set her eap 
atraight, that she will, 

If you talk about Plymouth and red 
Bunker's hill), 

Dear, notable goodwife! by thin time of 











n 
Nor heurth 


awept neatly, her tlre burn 





* living, 
li dr tm rye and-injun then, whether 
the 
Wy ties ta int got protty tolerable hig, 
Aut oh we ta poll it outright will be 
nvat, 
Or Goamobe hit wid shoulder and alt 






ral atove that be waving of 
So Tl jit Int Apollo ge on, for hie phia 


hows Eve kept bio awniting tn long ae 
ie 


“Tf our frloud, there, who spew wre 
porter, le dane 





A FABLE FOR CRITICS 


With his ‘burst of emotion, , why, J will go 


Said Apollo; some smiled, and, indeed, I 
must own 

There was something sarcastic, perhaps, in 
his tone; — 


“There’s Holmes, who is matchless 
among you for wit; 
A Leyden-j je always full-charged, from 
which 
he electaieal tingles of hit after hit; 
In long poems ’t is painful sometimes, and 
invites 


A thought of of the way the new Telegraph 


Which ick down its little sharp sentences 
spitefully 

As if you got more than you “d title to 
rightfully, 

And you find yourself hoping its wild 
“father Lightning 


Would flame in for a and give you 


a fright’ning. 
He hax perfect sway of what I call a sham 
metre, 


But many admire it, the English pentame- 
ter, 
And Campbell, I think, wrote most com- 


monly worse, 
With less nerve, ewing. and fire in the 
same kind of verse. 


Nor o'er achieved aught in" so worthy of 
AAs the! tribute of Holmes to the grand 
Marseillaise 


You sent) ory.) last year over Bulwer’s 





Why, FM foe day of his dying, should 
rhyme on, 
Meaping Fuses oo tera and tomes upon 


Ho con ‘Toler reach the best point and 
of Holmes. 
Ua Be fine hands, toa, to weave 


Full of fan fey fan, feeling, or spiced with 
satiric 
Tn. mesure so kindly, you doubt if the 


“That are trodden upon are yoar ows or your 


foes’. 
“There is Lowell. who's striving Par 
nassus to climb 
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‘ideal liga bale of isms tied together 
He might spite of brambles 
But he can’t with that bundle be has on his 
Tho top of tho hill he will o'er come nigh 
a ee att it ning 
His has that would 
lyre sae ring 
Bot be either half make a drum of 
And rattle away till he’s old as Methusalem, 
At the head of a march to the last new 
Jerusalem. 
eee alieck, swhowo Fuany aa 
wien he wi wikia that av al to 
Elston eit thong’ I bens, of the very fost 
And once made a pun on the words soft 
Recorder; 
More than this, he’s a very great poet, I’m 
And has had his works published in crimson 
With they call ‘Illustrations,’ 
Like those with which Chapman obscured 
Holy Writ," 
Which are said to illustrate, because, as I 
view it, 


Like lueus a non, precisely don’t do it; 
‘Let's man =e ‘write what himself 


ie 








if he ean, of designing men’s 


ee o's any worth 
i 


ry ee ne aes 
hich there ip ‘i 
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In a world of back-offices, ledgers, and 
stor 

When ‘his heart breaks away from the 
brokers and 

And kneels in his own private shrine to give 

‘There ’s a genial manliness in him that 
earns 

S hie Bums? : = 

And we can’t but regret (seek exease whore 


we may’ 
‘That so much of a man has been peddled 
away. 
ane Bee that? a 5 nasneeting ? 
there come in lots 
‘The Aes Bulwers, Disraelis, and 
And in short the American everything elses, 
Each ol ; aes a ae 
By the way, "is'a faot that displays what 
ud 
Of all Finds of greatness bless free institue 
That while the Old World has produced 
Pryor esl) agree to call 
asall men 
Sethe aie pevolgpeeagpte older fe 
(One night safel say Jess than that rather 
more), 
With you every year a whole crop is be- 
gotten, 
They're as much of a staple as corn is, or 
cotton; 
Why, there’s scarcely a huddle of log-huts 
and shantios 
‘That bas not brought forth ts own Milne 
I myself know ten Byrons, one Coleridge, 
three Shelleys, 
‘Two Raphaels, six Titians (I think), one 


Lip eee 
One (but tins one is Syreeetir 


A whole flock’ of Lambs, any number 
‘Tennysons, — 

Tn short, if a man has the luck to have 
sons, 

Ho may feel pretty certain that ‘ane out of 
‘twain 

Will be some very great person over again. 




















‘There is one inconvenience in all this, which 
‘In the fact that by contrast we estimate 
size, 


lative 

Faeorgttd whom Charon took into his 

wherry must, 

As a matter of course, be well issimust and 
ertimust, 

A Greek, too, could feel, while in that fa- 
mous boat he tost, 

‘That his friends would take care he was 
scrost and wrarost, 

And formerly we, as through graveyards 
we 

‘Thought the world went frm bad to worst 

IT eget fora moment, 't is well worth 

Ana ot tan average geval com 

‘There lie lévellers levelled, duns done up 

poems ts Pockeeliers nally laid on their 


Horizontally t ace lie Daetbi iticians 
Denes ote i gt deri fanlt- 


There meee quietly whipped 
There bookbinders, done up in boards, are 
‘There oar ee 
Eta Il tha alchos eplrta mest Ssaliy i, 

















Thos the babe, thas oak 
with a berth, 

EE sae bo 

ceewes ccs 













‘There brokers at length become silent as 
‘There ivers sleep without quitting 
And so forth and so forth and so forth and 
80 
With this Kind of staff one might endlessly 
on; 
To contri point, I may safely assert 
ae 












Ove person shoes portralt {ast ETS 


t hint 
Its original had a most ee 
Ore (wy it?) re- 


Who never hed used the phrass obs or wats 
orty fathers ot Freedoms, of whol SHEER 
inne oth soeewamys a so mh 
And their dag, 


mothors of Gaede be? 
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Hore the ico in ad thst pe 
rede rioes Gs santa the god's 's features 
eee ak his envoy, who, swelling 
Ta ithe god's usking look, nothing daunted, 
“You're surprise, I suppose, I was absent 
‘Bot your ip respecting the lilies was 
T hana he garden from one end to 


reward but vexation and bother, 
Peeper wit weeds in a corner to 


mec and made haste to 
“bring hither.” 
ee ie given him took: t 
















lt eee 

Elie sported cal of boo backs he easiest 

And now, as this offers an excellent text, 

T'll give ‘em some brief hints om criticism 
ext.” 

So, musing a moment, he turned to the 

And, clearing his voice, spoke as follows 


sy rieots Je happier days of the 
We were Inc luckily free from such things as 
Then nau; ‘came between with its fog to 
yen 
‘The heart of the poet to that of his hearer; 
tines Vie poe ecven baaresy ‘to the peo- 
Felt aR ey woe pt in hearing 
pm iepnes was ees ae ee his 
ee future, both parts of one 
Thon for him tanec SOL 


Bi oe eee sanctified all; 
Then the bard o no elipper and moter 


Bare tha spictee alloasd MERE 

O'er the seas and the mountains, the rivers 
and woods; 

Fe EE eee eee 
cl 

His soul soared and sang to an audience of 

°T was for them that he measured the 
thought and the line, 

And ine HES their vision the perfect 

Wa a glo fright» Bale a 


out the worlds in the infinite blue; 
Seeman man’s 


The anew which now stands 
Tn the free thalvidual moclied ne 



























Then the forms of the 
Fe tel ih dae 
‘or ing as 

higher, 
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As once with her lips, lifted hands, and Maven sxiai tee te veces ees 


eve 

The new that men feel to create and be 
ve, 

‘And as, in all beauty, who listens with love 

tenet 

So these seemed to be but the visible sign 

Of the grasp of the soul after things more 


a 1 

As shepherds could erst sometimes trace in 
the sod 

The arene print of a sky-cleaving 


“But now, on the poct’s dis-privacied 
With do this and do that the pert critic 
ant 1e8; 
While ho thinks he s beon barely fulfilling 
To it *twixt men and their own sense 
beauty, 
ee eee 
To mae i'd happy as he was him~- 


Ho finds he’s beon guilty of horrid offences 
In all Kinds of moods, numbers, genders, 


Ho's tne sand jt, what Ket 


Breciocy, eal eventa, what be ought not, 
OT a gel de bead done 


You should hae done th ¥ romales one that 
alps is, 5 that, 





Aas wl fe wndeig what sal do 
Since each suggests opposite topics for 


‘Thay all jecche togethen pou ry right! and 
you're wrong! ‘ 
“ Nature fits all her children with some~ 


thing to do, 
He who would write and can't write ou 


Petty conceit and bis 
Thu a "ier appt Jt otf i 


Wil do forthe Jef of six magazines; 
sae hans lives of the pn 
c 
There's motive’ carth he’s not compe- 
tent to; 
He reviews with as much nonchalance as he 
His guia toons « book cad Saat pial 
le rough a just pis out 
othe thistes; : 
It matters not whether he blame or eom- 
mend, 
If he’s bad as a foc, he’s far worse ax a 
friend: 
Let an author bat write what's above his 
bere seress 
“hgplaban gravely and twists up a 
Ady nv the wold to ee punishment 
Hangs sl p to Mech inthe wind an 
"Tis aight owe, when a man comes 
Who broad eras in him peculiar and 
Every eae ee clear its flerce 
jeck at him, 
reap ete its ludicrous Peck 
pear eel eee 
piers cee ee ee “As 


ipso an tea gloves, cane, and 
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THE UNHAPPY LOT OF MR. KNOTT 
PART I And so the nes 
Was reared for Knott to dwell in: 
SHOWING HOW HE BUILT MIS HOUSE AND | The architect worked hard for weel 
HIS WIFE MOVED INTO IT Invi all his private peaks 
Upon the roof, whose crop of leaks 
My worthy friend, A. Gordon Knott, satisfied Pluellen; 
From business snug withdrawn, Whatever anybody had 
Was much contented with a lot Out of the common, good or 
ee eam tudo ont iy Pee Re a 
‘wixt twelve feet square of garden-pli ji where clothes might dry, 
Rete aive reeks cf lave: A porter’ Tod that was a sty, 
A campanile slim and hi, 
‘He had laid business on the shelf ‘Too small to hang a bell ing 
‘To give his taste expansion, All up and down and here and there, 
And, since no man, retired with pelf, With Lord-knows-whats of round and 
‘The building mania can shun, square 
Knott, being middle-aged himself, ‘Stuck on at random everywhere, — 
Resolved to build (untappy elf!) Tt was a house to make one stare, 
A medimval mansion. All corners and all gables; 


He called an architect in counsel; 
“1 want,” said he, “a —you know 


what, 
fo area ears I lan 
complete from chimney- 
Down tothe very grounsel; 
Here’s « half-acre of good land; 
Just have it nicely mapped and planned 
And your workmen drive on; 
‘Meadow there is, and upland too, 
‘And [ should like a water-view, 
D’ you think you could contrive one ? 
tay the pump and trough would 


q 
Tf painted a judicious blue %) 
The woodtend I've Seed tos 
[He meant three pines stuck up askew, 
‘Two dend ones and a live one.] 
* A pocket-full of rocks "t would take 
To a house of freestone, 
Bat then it is not hard to make 
What nowadays is the stone; 
‘The ing painter in a trice 
‘Your house's outside petrifies, 
_And people think it very gueiss 


ig deopers 

money nover shall be thrown 
| eae of stone, 
en stone of deal is cheaper.” 








[Like dogs let loo upon a boas 
‘en emulous styles staboyed with care, 
‘The whole u ‘them seemed to tear, 
And all the oddi 
es. 


Knott was delighted with a pile 
A ved by fashion’s leaders: 
‘Only he made the builder smile, 
By asking every little while, 
ee was called the Twodoor style, 
‘ich certainly had three doors ?) 
Yet better for this luckless man 
If he had put a downright ban 
Upon the thing in timines 
For, thongh to quit affairs his plan, 
Ere many days. poor Knott began 
Perforce accepting draughts, that ran 
All ways — except up chimney; 
‘The house, thongh painted stone to mock, 
With nice white lines round every 
Some trepidation stood in, 
When tem (with petrific shock, 
So to speak,) made it really rock, 
‘Though not a whit less wooden; ‘ 
‘And painted stone, howe'er well 
Will not take im the prodigal sun 
Whose beams are never quite at one 
With our terrestrial lumber; 


ad 








— 


‘ 
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And gaped in spots, To Toans, 
And were lots of dots and rots ‘stocks and stones, 
And crannies without number, And that she ’d go, when Mrs. Jones, 
‘as you may well To Davy Jones's 4 
‘The wind, water through a gave her head a little toss 
Came in ecstatic, as as ever was, 
Leaving, in all floors, no room If men are always at a loss 
See eee Bere 
wit on woman cross 
ey ee ee Wore Step ttsce we nile 
Grown shaky on tate For she a strict resolve had 
Tees pec ake venti marae te e die a maid, 
jumps, bun] raps— il ‘woul a 
Feil —* Zounds!™ P| Ox else be Mrs. Doctor Slade, 
Cried Knott, ‘* this goes beyond all bounds; ‘If woman could contrive it; 
do not deal in 7 And, though the wedding-day was set, 
Nor have I let my house and grounds Jenny was more so, rather, 
To a family of Noyeses!” ng, in a pretty pet, 
‘That, howsoe’er they their net, 
But, though Knott's house was full of | She would ont-Jennyral them 
colonel and her father. 
He bad but one, —a daughter; 
And, as he owned much stocks and shares, | Just at this time the Public’s eyes. 
Many who wished to ler theirs Were keenly on the wateh, « stir 
Such vain, unsatisfying Beginning slowly to arise 
And needed wives to sew their tears, About those questions and replics, 
In i sought her; ‘Those raps that unwrapped mysteries 
coat her they wanted not, So ray at Rochester, 
faith would never falter, And Knott, already nervous grown 
pre emaeaarine erie eingte Kool By lying much awake alone, 
In the Hymeneal halter; And listening, sometimes to a moan, 
So daily at the door they rang, ‘And sometimes to a clatter, 
for the belle delivering, Whene'er the wind at night would rouse 
Or in the choir at her they sang, The ginge) ‘k on his house, 
ere eo reptarons twang Or when some hasty-tem mouse, 
As set her nerves ashivering. Behind the plastering, made a towse 
About a family matter, 
Now Knott had quite made u his mind | Began to wonder if his 
That Colonel Jones should have her; A Gat 
No beauty he, but oft we find made it more 
tree ernie oaei  soupeaiets ind, Pelt notte mle i Soe eae 
10) iis Jenn; i lave & peri ‘ic turn 
Jaleo sels ee 
Glanced at the fact that love was blind, 
it girls were ratl i 
To pet their little crosses, 
The eas hich the pined 
rate at whic! system 
a thoes untortanatea who 
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in supper’s snares, 


% 
A 
L 


Fee 
ae 
it 
i 
: 


Ey 4 
Ae 
ee 


gi 
i 


not ao make light of it 

Habalgotoes all Ns woes, 

wat their amount enchance; 
ct 





Knott knew that cocks and sprites were 


And so bought up, Heaven only knows 
How fay etal 


He 
E 
& 
i 


Is a good tonic in the d 

vit even to wang 

int things went on from to 
Fs santa aaiing enone a 


‘Waiving the cost, no ng ill, 
ince each brought in his little bill,) 
By day or night were never still, 
But every thought of rest would kill 
With cacklings and with quorkings; 
Henry the Eighth of wives got froe 
bi By away he had of axing: 
at ‘nott’s Tudor henery 
Was'not 90 fortunate, and he 
Still found his trouble waxing; 
made, 
|, barked and 


1s for the dogs, the rows 
‘Asal How they bowled: aia 


all human knowledge is; 
All night, as wide awake as guats, 
To terviers rompused after rats 
for practice, taught their 
‘To worry cast-off shoos snd bats, 








ee 

















Efe 


£ 
2 
Ee 
ee 


ie 
i 
? 


Shree 
Hie 


fell sarole sat 
All sure! Pata flea 
Rae wise glee, 
ofa r (sent to me 
ies ee 


eat i oe pen ru aree — 


to the fees pr Teut, 
tantrams: 
Not more than three weeks since, at most, 
eee Uns aay in Connecticut. 


‘Sent up on nit ad xe outs, 
And bore more ool fruits; 
‘The ghosts behaved like downright brutes, 
‘They holes in his Sunday suits, 

all night on octave flutes, 
Put peas (not peace) into his boots, 

grew corns in season, 

They, footed his sheets, and, what was 
Si vie ere of burrs, 


ible ert 
ible verse, 
‘lose his 


BYrSeree 
le 





ra most perry 
nicknamed. Fone = ¥) 
With ee ee dime 


me tins upon ‘ne eNictenwal, 
Turned tintinnabulators all, 
And things that used to come at call 


For siruple household services 





Of course such 
With romors filled 
And (as it is our nation’s 
‘To think a Truth not veri 
Parties peu up altri Cacia 
ay |, denied, 
id candidates with yi ith questions plied, 


An 

Who, like the circus-riders, tried 
bies to i 

ee err eee 


being inexplicit. 

Earnest inquirers m cn 
Folks, whose wot co Seok sede 
Wrote letters 1 
All who could eit! cat or gett. 
Gathered to wonder or deride, 

‘And paid the house a visi 
Horses were to his in dote, ied, 
Mourners in every cor sighed, 
Widows brought ahldren: there that eried, 
Swarms of lean Seekers, eager-c: 
acer Knott never could abide,) 

nto each hole and ernnny pried» 
ith eames questions cut and dried 
vout Inquirer's Guide, 


From 
For the wise iia ap decide — 


‘As, for © 


True that the sot eat boiled 2 
oiled ? 


or 


If Earth were solid or a shell ? 


i | 
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SEE 
iF 
Fie 

2aeg 
FE 
pe 





Who picked the pocket of Sh Crane, 
cot 
Of Waldo yee State of Maine ? 
ol 








if 

Did Lo Sage steal Gil Blas from Spain? | And be director of 

Was Junius writ by Thomas Paine ? Who was engaged the rather 

Were ducks discomforted by rain ? ‘or the rare merits he "d combine, 

How did Britannia rule the main? in the spirit line, 

Was Jonns coming back again ? Which trade he only did 

Was vital truth upon the ? With capper 

Did to searce fi achain? | Awful in mail of cotton 

Who was our Huldah’s chosen swain ? As ghost of Hamlet's father! 

Did none have teeth pulled without payin’, | Another a fair plan reveals 

Ere ether was invented ? Never yet hit on, which, he f 
mankind would not To Knott's reli, sense: — 

If the universe were tuned in C? “We'll have your house set up on 

What was it ailed Lucindy’s knee ? A speculation pious; 

Whether folks eat folks in Feejee ? For music, we can shortly find 

Whether Ais name would end with T ? A barrel-organ that will grind 

If Satura’s rings were two or three, es —an i 

And what bump in Phrenology For the New England tour—refined 

‘They truly represented ? seoul and 

‘These problems dark, wherein they groped, | To an unworldly ture, (combined 

Wherewith man’s reason vainly 1, With no sectarian bias;) 

Lieeece | hniandined 

mall bus er 

Moen Be td dealer: TT onld cheese aCe 

Each of the miscellaneous rout. As moral lecturer, the foe 

Brought his, or her, own little doubt, Of Rationalism; while you could throw 

And wished to Sia Sos opis ae Haley sen. and make them go 

‘Through his or her own private spoat, Strict Purit Teineinles, yos ees 

Into his or her decanter. (How do you make ’em ? ‘with your toe ?) 


<li 
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You summoned with an awful ease; 


As rer acyl lke out 





T will tl 
(It would it 
Original Titi The senses of the rabble rout, 
Another offered Where’er the gimlet twirled about 
If Knott would Of it is les, 
(Cees So did these spirits seem in store, 
rap a fow Behind the wainscot or the door, 
Or if, for want to thrill the being’s core 
His Greek mi, Of every enterprising bore 
Then With their ast ing glamour; 
To ver ghost one wished to hear, 
Corn eee is was near 
make the past or future clear 
(Sometimes in shocking grammar) 
By raps and taps, now there, now here — 
It seemed as if the spirit queer 
departed auctioneer 
Were doomed to practise by the year 
With the spirit of his hammer: 


Whate’er you asked was answered, yet 
One could not very deeply i 
e 


Into the obliging spirits’ 
Because they used the alphabet 
ion; In all communications, 
declared by And new revealings (though sublime) 
& (ol this sort) are glam, Rapped out, one letter at a time, 
lly, deaf and dumb, ith boggles, hesitations, 


) quite mum 


a : es ; 7 “pigen 
ing matters int in, 
Conld hardly overiond the Draia 
With too excessive rations, 
Since just to ask if two and two 
Really make four? or, How d’ ye do? 
And get the fit replies thereto 
somehow, when a search they made, Tn the tramundane rat-tat-too, 
found Miss Jenny sore afraid, Might ask a whole day’s pationce. 
fenny’s lover, Doctor Slade, 
wwestruck and dismayed, sy we see (‘mongst other things) to 


In what odd sets the ghosts combined, 
Happy forthwith t chomp any 


ed 
5 Piece of intelligence mye 
‘its due effect with some Pe oe truth whereof hae inguired 
straight departed, muttering, Hum! some one of the com * 
parent Hoax! nnd Ganon! For fustance, Fielding, Mirabeat, 





Orator Hi '5 Cicero, 
iger, Chesterfield, 
luyt, Boceaceio, South, De Foe, 





m4, Richart Roe, 
m, Chuelon fe gras, 










Young Norval, 
Shevalier IYO, 









st thos, 
hake 





\e 
Watt 
in 
Wt hate ee tale 
fon eer 


pL awepeeey te Be 
Shere 

Esta waving) 

ta amd scveng, 

meander 












Wee 

abe la by 

Ve 

“ 
4 Nae 

AW arte te ne opeonaar oar hea Na “ate 

Vogt eat tine AMAR Bhs anthant * 
Qavt Waite tang, eked ae mame 


Weil Ne CONT 
AAO A SNS 
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Nothing could seem absurder; 
+ Poor Colonel Jones they all abused 
And finally downright accused 
poor old man of murder; 


was thus; by dreadful raps was shown 
. 1 











(such ghosts more prone 
rth's affairs to medlle are;) 
4? with awe-stricken looks, 
knuckles be crooks, 
ape, “Leas Eliab Scooks, 
t used to be a pedier: 
Some on ve still are on my bouks !” 
Whereat. te inconspicnoas aguks; 
(Morw fearing this than common spooks,) 
Shrank each indebted meddler; 
Further the vengeful ghost declared 
That while his earthly life was spared, 
Sivas the country he had fared, 
A daly Eeonsed follower 
OC chat much - wandering trade that 
wins 
Slow prot: from the sale of tins 
Art vartuits kinds of hollow-ware; 
Uhat Colonel dones enticed him in, 
Rewer at he wanted tii 
Vborw & 
Ua 

















same eo 
roo Urvat Pond to t 





Ani 


te « 
Phac 
Vind that he did not sti 
Bout marter, ont of any 
tom a stuple love of right; — 
‘h statemtents the Nine Worthies, 
se Akiha, Charter Ie. 
Oe Volley Cibber. General Wayne, 
Caudvaes “Tae TabalCain, 
Vhe canter of a castle in Spain, 
Jedaaghire, and the Widow of Nain, 
(tte fetta aforesaid.) made more plain 
Aint by loud raps attested 
‘Ws the same parpert testified 
Vans Joba Wilkes, and Colonel Pride 
Whe heew said Sacoks before he died, 
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(Gries tare ihe toi ween’ Which surgeon, enlled from fax and wid, 
(prerred , poe the horror to doctd 





‘He did not his child to wed 


all the ions wise, 
Might have been given faerie fen 


natural fool and ninny, 
And, last week, did n’t Elia Snooks 
Come back with never better looks, 
as new-bought mackerel hooks, 
ight ns a new pin, ch? 
Good Parson Wilbur, too, avers 
(Though to be mixed in 
's worse than handling chestnut-barrs) 


in a kind of gut 
(So say the best anthorities;) 
And that a charge by raps conveyed 
Should be most scrupulously weighed 
<n secobed into, before it a 
fade public, since it may give 
‘That cannot soon be cured 








rc 


FRAGMENTS OF AN UNFINISHED POEM 


it whiffs and 
Te cower wiser 
recruits that and sweat 





and Youth: 
“ Well,” thus it muses, “ well, what odds ? 
is not for us to warn; 
'T will be the same when we are dead, and 
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Pure Mephistopholes all this ? the vulgar 
nntare foors? 


8 word there — But ! 
With ti sal t bind away for 
it our cai 
eh aa 
With butting ' the wall which we 




















Dodonean oak, 
‘Make but the public 
be 





ite ut why 
ed sas Manan nS 


a por jie? 

Why, wife wo tava o kilebencsaogey Goat 
that we shall stop, 

And bore clear down to central fires to 
broil our daily chop ? 

Excalibur and Durandart are swords of 
price, but then 

Why draw them sternly when you wish to 
trim your nails or pen ? 

Small ee the ape and man; you 

jdge it with your staff; 
But it mill bo impassable until the ape can 


No, no, be common now and then, be sen- 

ail » be fanny, 

And, as Siberians bait their traps 

with pota of » 

From which ere they ‘ll wi 
snouts, they'll suffer 


fo nh Foe men an 
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Look how the dead leaves melt their way 
dow: dee} 


nN aon 
‘They take the sun-warmth down with them 

— pearls could not conquer so; 
‘Thore is a moral here, you see; if you 


Steep all 
you have them pierce the crust; 
Brave sea Toa 8 grand and ter- 

nl a 
And wonde, but were never quite a poo 


Faney the igure you woud ut mong the 
nuts and wine ! 

iis pease bad, cold preach, but hold 
it 


cee halite wi 
its ol 
tive, and vague as are 


And Saat 
wreaths light 
Te tea trace... & 
see — bless me t ison of ght 


‘There are some. goodish ings at sea; for 
‘instance, one can feel 
esas a Pee Blank sven frevace tie 


That bit a ene intellect, that par- 
tise of dele 
Who the go foundering bak inspires with 
reason, brain, 
‘And makes the ship, prlhy skies are black 
beadrinda whistle load, 


sail 
the great moon which, setting on 
the ie warner, + 
lnridly up to Took ‘on ours, and 
shoots a ming line, 
A ah light from crest to crest across 
Fidgy brine, 
‘Then from the ws look back and feel a 
thrill that never stales, 
Tn that poe eaeee cece pomp of 


ward-yearn| 
ie: oat deat cou coutin, Ball none that 


A wok ofthat pepdecpslepre ro 
With any Unig iad day vase tna bigkdoe 
any where; 





Se ps cee, noua John; nay, if 


We wh onde Frc Corner, and con 


isso iquestrian statue to a Nose and 
Batis wot seabodra; well, e'en that we 


Hoth slatoes ed cathedrals are anachro- 
nistic now; 

Tommasi t coz, the monuments of men 
who 

You'd ll rie take the dans 


chapters too; 
No; moral ee en build nowadays, a8 always 
Ged els to to the gods which they in 


And churches can't be beautiful though 
crowded, floor and 


If people ae ween preacher, and it preacher 


ip 

"T is well to look things in the fnce, the 
o’ the modern universe, il 

Hermes, cares cee for halls of art and 
Tibras RY Verse, 

If they dovtool ic notes them thus upon 
his ledger — say, per 

Contra _to a loss of so much stone, best 
Russia duck and papers 

And, after all, about Art men talk a 
deal of fudge, 

Each nation has its path marked ont, from: 
which it must not budge; 

‘The Romans had as little arts Noah in his 


ark, 
Yet somehow on this LBL contrived to 
Reli operas for 
jon, painting, sculpture, =- 
Soom tuey an op fell toa 
With Greece and: pt but they were great 
artists in the! politis, 
And if we make no minsters, John, 
epics, yet the Fates 
Are not entirely deaf to men who can build 
ships states ; 
‘The arts are never ver pioneer, but men have 
Who, ae den}, improvise 
, ‘on guddenly, can a 
wealth, 


common) 
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ee. | 








Whea the imperial Past’s 
et ae the wii 
; the wire- 
leashed lightning no 
ioe ‘don't leave the 
Ws 





Sreaiemtesend i ural dry lod 
end wit 
o’ershadowed 
As with dead ie witch nd 
with their 
Amused, wesare nti tn hie te tera 


me Ree cae Board of 


AN ORIENTAL APOLOGUE 


oy eel epee tre 

Rot or 5] ie verse, 
ete cis tate 
Lome iol to sit and watch the world grow 


‘Their only. only care (in that delicious clime) 
At intervals to pray and curse; 

the dialect each prudent brother 

Used for himself, Damnonian for the 


One half the time of each was spent in 
praying 
For blessings on his own unworthy head, 
‘The other half in fearfully portrayin; 
‘Where certain folks would go when they 
ee daa; 
‘This system of exchanges —there’s no 


Teetros solid barter’t would have led, 
But that a river, vext with boils and 


Acs Bie kept peace between, thelt 


‘Bo they eg hae at page battledore 


forever in the air, 
this way or that from shore to 
H 


— 





Nor other labor did this holy pair, 
Clothed and supported from the lavish 


Which srowds Yanigerous brought with 
seria old Boh neither did they sping 


Was tow the harder task of being 
pious. 


Each from his hut rushed six score times 
a 
Like gree canon of the Char full 


With « ‘cartrid theologie, (so to 
Touched himself off, ress oosih 









door behind him i 
said plainly, 


and strong: 7 
The two D——D'd each other 
long. 
One Pe a dancing Dervise, a 
‘The other was a Hindoo, « 


One kept his whatd’, 
adan, 
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Laughing to scorn the sacred rites and laws 
‘Transfluvial rival, who, in turn, called 
Old Woo nont cals ttcher; chock ecrom 
With nails six inches long, yot lifted 
ii eer of bla warePaayetie bac 
“Who whirls not round six thousand 
Woy" sesame Almed, “to the evil 
May ho eat dirt, and may the dog and 


Delile the graves of him and all kia cos 
ee faithful souls and gives them 


To ik ti the are purple in the 
Seme fol bsg you know what be 


ape 
Barns Pade and ninety thousand how 


* Upon the silver mountain, South by 


Sits Brahma fed upon the sacred bean; 
He loves those men whose nails are still 


increased, 
Who all their lives keep ugly, foul, and 


laa 
"Tis of hie grace that not a bird or boast 
Adeened with claws lke mine ‘was over 
seen; 
‘The suns and stars arc Brahma’s 
honghia divine, 


‘Even as trees I seem to see are 
mine.” 

“Thou seem’st to see, indeed !” roared 
Ahmed back; 


“Were I but once across this plaguy 
stream, 
With a stout sapling in my hand, one 


wi 

On those lank ribs would rid thee of that 

{ee 

‘y sm emy is ipecne 

To my soul’s stomach; couldst thou grasp 
the scheme 

Of true redemption, thou wouldst know 
that Deity 

Whirls by a kind of blessed spontaneity. 





is which keeps our carth 

—*“Ob, vile! but 
place x 

Prepared for such; to think of Brahma 


throwing 
Worlds like « juggler’s balls up into Space f 
Fes bi ety as a. smooth Toten 


Is ever all that silonce to efface 
Which broods round Brahma, and our 
earth, 't is known, 
Rests on a tortoise, moveless as this 
stone.” 


“And this it 
here 





So th their banning amavbwan, 
Wher suiiealy wa Eoatcpetae 


stream 
A youth whose face like an incarnate 
Glowed, Was a0) oll ob gran 
«rt Soh be gods, then, doubtless, this 


must be one,” 
Thought both at once, and then bogia to 


«sareiy, wi seiattar immortals know, thon 


west, 
Decide) between ns tuys Pa 
goest 


ie eae wcx sitte ately canoe 
fost like a huge white water-Ii fetes! 
But neither of our theol if 
Whereof 't was made ; whether of ee 
enly metal 
Seldseen, or of a vast pearl split in two 
And hollowed, was a point they could not 


settle; 
°T was good Getnieeoed though, and 
bore large frui i 
Ta sites yen of many 0/tse aaa 


There were no wings upon the stranger’s 
shoulders, 


And yet he seemed so capable of risi 

"That, Loci he soared like thistledown, 
bebo 

Had thought the circumstance noways sur 


prising; 
Enongh that he remained, and, when the 
scolders 
Hailed him as umpire in their voeal prize- 
ring, 


OO” = ay 
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The painter of his boat he lightly threw 
ee | 
‘The en gh 


Hayetr ar far planots where the atmosphere 
(Of nobler temper) steeps the face with 


Son af Sein ar tnd ad rsd 
His als was that of « coamoplito 
oy Eee Pee me psegecel 
Bay ne st Gataan’s guards off duty. 
Both saints began to unfold their tales at 
prehensile, 
That ight seize his ear; fool! 
Eels 
Flew zigzag back and forth, like strokes of 


In a child’s fingers; voluble as duns, 
Aiey” Pinca) tease cai this 


Tn the Arabian Nights; until the stranger 


Began to think his eardrums in some 
danger. 
In those who nothing have to say 


Contrive to spend the longest time in doing 


Pier fara ad vary it in every way, 
it, stewing it, mincing it, ragouting 
fe 
Sometimes they keep it purposely at bay, 
Thien et fb alip t0 bo again pursuing it; 
ay it, groan it, whisper it and 
it; 


Refute it, flout it, swear to’t, prove it, 
doubt it. 


eee a breatiend for some thirty 


“padi RUE, beginning with a single stem, 


‘a banyan, sending down live 


ioe pad hs the 
RapGAIGE yet naw dispersion; onos by the 


‘They could eaner damnation in a hem, 
‘And blow the pinch of premise-priming off 
Long yllogislic batteries, with a cough. 


ee 





— 








Each had a theory that 
A provident tant was, whch 


Foret fo be denned throng, a mere 
At Gey nad igus aaitan ae 
mn 
shower, 
From their vast heads of mill-and-water- 
power. 
The 
TEE | asan uk eaeste ont toes eae 
Put his spurred hobby through its every 


And, with each inch of person and of 
‘vesture, 

Contrived to hint some most disdainful 
gesture. 


At length, when their breath’s end was 
come abont, 
And both could now and then just gasp 
“im 


Holding their heads thrust: menacingly 
As sagging eocks keep up their fighting 
‘The Fess smiled and said, “Beyond a 
Tis tte ms friends, that you have 


pated of speech, or it had been 
for me to get between. 


« Produce! says Nature,— what have you 
? 


r 
A new strait-waistooat for the human mind; 
‘Are you not limbed, nerved, jointed, 
arteried, juiced, 
As ieee yet, faithless to 
ki 


Rather like noxious insects you are 
To pastes life’s fair fruit, beneath 


Laying your creed-eggs, whence in tit 
spring 
Consumers new to eat and buzz and. 
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ree hare no conception how 
sweeten 
Your vg Hilo td Nature, God and 
Bat yorbese ee Sarat to earn what you 
Your heaven Dlipti abv. Joss Uyspapee 
At present your whole function is to eat 
Pid bath tes ries na vapSaly us gon aan 
Were your shape true to cosmogonic laws, 
You would be nothing but a pair of jaws. 


“Of all the useless beings in creation 
sirea arse, ceoldl epsrs (20006 eat yor 


Of wells clay gods, formed in shape and 

fashion 
Precisely in the image of their makers; 

pos a would almost move a saint to 


Py aee’ Wiens ‘these blind and deaf, the hourly 

Of God's own image in their brother 
men, 

Set themselves up to tell the how, where, 
when, 

“Of God's existence; one’s digestion’s 

Eaten pl of reugennos axel ot Gicody 
mal a 

abot no mattar, they reverse 

‘Creation’s ‘plan, out of their own ile mud 

Pat up a god, and burn, drown, hang, or 


Senet reat ipatcese soni Sema tle stad 
Of texts which wait with saddle on and 


bridle 
To hunt down atheists to their ugly idol. 
“This, I perceive, has been your ocoupa- 
tion, 
You should have been more usefully em- 
ployed; 
All men are bound to earn their daily 
Whore 3 Stats make not that primal contract 


By emp ad iis jim 
Ts the soma task, and wi 


His monument; creating is man’s work 
‘And that, toot ‘something more than mist 
murk. 


le devastation 
he has de- 





So having said, the youth was seen no 
And our sage Brahmin, the 
ied, ** was aimed at thee, thou 


endless 
Idle and useless as the of moss over 
A ees “T would square 


‘score 
Fall soon,” replid the Deryise, “could I 
And each te bythe bead ‘Thy nails 
‘dt 
‘And make thee work, as wes advised by 
him.” 
oer cree not at work from morn 


Sounding ths cope of oracles embiliel 
Which for mas's gudanee never comet 


With a hie vain pitas, uni I 
bigs 
= Ant dot se ee 


ee necncleneal sale Is that H 
tor 

Het nee oe 

Seat to ewach ora know him 


“°T was Vishno, thou vile whinigigt” 


The good old uarrel was begun anew: 
One prealil ave sworn the sky was 
as sloe, 
Had but the other dared to call it blue; 
Nor were the followers who fed them 


slow 
To treat aaa other with their curses, too, 
Each hating t’ other (moves it tears or 
laughter ?) 
Teens hs he thought him sure of hell here- 


At last some genius Pe boats: 
pee the stream, and Ahmed's zealots filed 
a a to (cut throats 
spread reli ion pure and undebleds 
propngandist's wildest 


Cutting off all, down to the smallest child, 
And Frye back, giving thanks for such 


fut mercies, 
To find their harvest gone past prayers 
or curses. 


at ey sowed ti 
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All except their saint’s religious 


Which = ae up with more than common 
Bat net however satisfying erops 
For the inner man, were not enough to 
nourish 
The body politic, which quickly drops 
Resorve in sack sad junctures, and turns 


currish: 
So Ahmed soon got cursed for all the 


famine 
Whare’er the popalar volee conld edge = 
daa ia, 
At fet he pledge a miracle quite oil 
And, fr day of to, they growed. and mid 
But, une that this kind of manna 


Bit om thee  aecahs, they erelong berated 
The at for still persisting in that old 


Till soon nthe whole machine of saintship 


grated, 
Ran slow, creaked, stopped, and, wishing 
him in Tophet, : 





165 
‘They gathered strength enough to stone 
‘the prophet. 


Bem Sronker tues ooniztred (by <a 
Their weaker friends, and one thing or 


yee winter weregel of seurcity to wenther; 
fee the late saint's younger 


Who, in the spring collecting them to- 


Perwusllad thew that Abmed’s holy potber 
Had ronght in tie obal ad that 


of Saint should be continued to his race, 


ly, 't was settled on the Ce 
mia Ala tore that peculiar breed: 
Beside, ns all were satisfied, 't would. oh 
Be respectable to have the need 
Of pal public spiral fo food forgot; 
And so the tribe, with proper forms, de- 


creed 
That he, and, failing him, his next of 
Forever for the people’s good should spin. 
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FIRST SERIES 


In a letter, ime es milo 


u 
Courier, bocanse the old enemy offers 
me a fairer mark fi 
‘will find » squib of mine in 
I wish it to continue anon: 
slavery 


‘wind and water.” This was the first of the 

Biglow Papers. The scheme of anonymity 

Seemreaired thritigh the fet eecles, and:ae 

is ee forty ee later to Thomas 
i): “Thad 

e te 1" ne eS wished that 

had a li nom de and kept my own 

‘to mynelf. I should n't have cared a doit what 


happened to him.’ But aa appears 
letiar given abovo, tho aatiry waa 
thered on Lowell, and man: 


Fein fe 
N 


in the best 
Per Wilbur's letter in ihe 
"The series ran af intervals for 
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‘the Arts whe 


esti 
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fuscous Mel 
him incommunicable by 


wings, 
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pen | ioner 
ister, 

it shay 
we | mean 





a 


From the World-Harmonic-Xolian-Attachment. 


Speech 
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threatening, but calm as on antique 
gems; for’ him the 
Sourser of the gods, champing unwelcome 


to 
English-speech un-prac- 
tice! Vox Humnua." 


From the Jaalam Independent Blundertuss. 
« «Bat while we lament to seo our young 

townsman in the heated 

cof party polities, we think we dotect in him the 





She heerd a foot an’ knowed it, ta, 
‘Araspin’ on the seraper, — 


He kin’ o' Pitered on the raat, 
Some doubtie o” the seekle 
His heart kop" goin’ pitypaty 
But bern went pity Z 
‘Ax’ yot sho gia her cheer a jerk. 
seer ee etn 
ie thong ; 
iis ef a wager spurred ber, 





‘s 
bir waged pps 


0, “Think likely, Mister 5?” 
‘Tho last word pricked him like a pin, 
‘up and Kist her, 


‘When Ma bimeby upon Yom slips, 

APRS Dale aa oe 

‘An’ tonry round the lashes 

Her blood riz quick, though, like the tide 
the z 

poeaiecrsoeem 

In meetin’, come nex Sunday. 


———— ti 
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fessis, Georgius Nichols, Cantabrigiensis, opt 
‘emittot de parte gravi sed adhuc neglecta, 
tori naturalis, cum titulo sequente, videlicet : 


Conatus ad Delineationem naturalem nonnihil 
iorem Scarati Bombilatoris, vulgo dicti 
femusva, ab Howxo Waukon, Artium Magis 


tr, ajo-saturalisJualarens 
Preside (Secrotario, Socioque (ehon !) singulo), 
multartmqe alin Sodtatuin erica 
alan rioaruns Boao — toniten fasero:S 


PROEMIUM 





‘explorato, me composuisse quod quasi 
eget oy (ut sic sic) homies 

it oredidi. Sed, quum huis et alio 

bey ea ‘i eee oe 
Tesponsions negative in Museum 
theum retulissem, horror ingens atque miseri- 
cordia, ob crassitudinem Lambertianam in cere- 
bris homunculorum istius munetis coslesti qua- 
dam ira infixam, me invasere. Extemplo moi 
solius impensis librum edere decrevi, nihil om- 
nino dubitans quin “ Mundus Scientificus " (ut 
rumenam meam ampliter replerot. 
Nullam, attamen, ex agro illo meo parvulo se- 
be demessui preter pater vacuum bene 


‘Harpyiarum quarandam (scili- 
istoram facinorosorum su- 


a) tacta rancidua, intra perpancos 
mihi domum rediit. Et, quam ipse tali 
. peimum in mentem 





naviculas suaa penes se lino 


SSaliniah (en wt'e reoto caren Galepeas od ipa 
sic ego Argo meam chartaceam 
m a qumsitu velleris aurei, 


‘ipse potius tonsas jue exutus, mente solida 
Tevocavi. ut mutem, boomaran- 





gam menm % scopo aberrantem retraxi, dam 
s i, oceasione mit For- 


suetus, patrem vivum totum et exe 
sorberw enixus est, Neo tamen hac de cansa 
sobelem meam 


estimabam, unde wa 
haberem, cireum- 


meo Johanne Doolittle, Armigero, i ut 
peounias: repeerideel ares ne opus essot 
mihi wniversitatem relinquendi antequam ad 
gradum primum in artibus pervenissem, ‘Tune 
ego, salvam facery patronum meum munificun: 
maxime cupiens, omnes libros prim editionis 
operis mei non venditos una eum privilegio in 
omne wyum ejusdem imprimendi et edendi 
ayuinoulo meo dicto pigneravi, Ex illo dio, atro 


experientia, aptissimum exse qui di 
tur, beneficenterque ac prudenter 
creditis utatur, — ergo, motus hisee cogit 
bus, exque amore meo in illum magno, do, I 
que nopoti caro meo supranominato omnes 


gularesque istaa posseasiones noc ponderabiles 









His verbis (vix crodibilibus, anditis, cor 
meum in pectore exsultavit. Deinde, quoniam 
tractatas Anglice scriptus spe 





run qquin quomodo ie 
mica et duo diplomata proficiant, 1 
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peritos Tinguarum MELIBQ:US-HIPPON. 
nandarum, ut dicebat iste Sravedpyes Guill. ce eta 
pees te 
‘Et mihi est tota ill editio 
pai rea per Bigloto Papers, 
a xpirxn, 
WITH AN INTRODUCTION, NOTES, 
GLOSSARY, AND COPIOUS INDEX, 
OPERIS SPECIMEN Ss 
(Ad exemplum Johannis Physiophili speciminis HOMER WILBUR, A. M., 
Monachologice.) ‘PASTOR OF THR FIRST UF ZAALAM, (rn0- 


12.8. B. Militaris, Wuwvn. Carnjfer, Ja- 
aroxsx. Profanus, Desvoxr. 

[Male hancee speciom Cyelopem Fabricins 
‘yooat, ut qui singulo oculo ad quod sul interest 
distinguitur, Molius vero Isaacus Outis nallum 
inter S. milit. S. que Belzebul (Fabric. 152) 
discrimon case defendit 


lariter vocatus, Caputcristam quasi pennarum 
catendit. Pro cibo vacoam publicam callide 
ree abdomen enorme; facultas sanctus 
hand facile oxtimanda. Otiosus, fatuns; ferox 
nihilominus, semperque dimicare paratus. 'Tor- 


tie ropit. 

spem maxima cum cura dissecto, ne 
illad radimentum etiam cerebri commune omni- 
‘bus prope insectis detegere poteram, 

Unam de hoo S. milit. rem singularem notavi ; 
nam S. Guineens. (Fabric, 143) servos facit, et 
ideirco « multis surama in revorvatia habitus, 
quasi scintillas rationis pane humana demon- 
trans, 


SB. Criticus, Wrenoe, Zoilus, Fannso. 
Pygmaus, Canuscx. 


[Stultissime Johannes Stryx cum S, punctato 
(Pubrio. 64-10%) confundit. Specimina quam- 
plurima scratationi microscopicwm subjeci, man- 
quam tamen unum ulla indicia puncti cujusvis 
proraus oatendentem inveni,} 

Pracipne formidolosus, insectatusque, in 
proxima rima anonyma sese abscondit, we, we, 
creberrime stridens. Ineptus, segnipes. 

Hobitat ubique gentium; in elcoo; nidum 
suum terebratione indefessa adificans. Cibus, 
‘Libros depascit ; siccos precipue. 
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Cox ent 
I if ean igh see it's 
mee ightly any 


‘on em, 
‘Than puttin’ bullets thra their ligh 
on ‘em; 


in’ down here upon the Rio 

About our I pas an’ our star 

Our alookin’ on an’ singin’ 

An’ how he (Mister’B, himself) waz happy 

I felt, ez sister Patience sez, a leotle mite 
histericky. 

I felt, I swon, ex though it wuz a drefile 
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“HOMER WILBUR, A. M. 
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‘A man thet letsall sorts of folks git a sight 
gh ew if, al tok ght away every 
Ef bo can't keep it all to himself wen it ’s 
fo aint ona ita At to trast nothin’ so nloe to 
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‘het a Sang demand makes a change 
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‘Thay "re todanco 
own rigadoon,” sez he, 
“The South 's safo enough, it don't fool a 
Our slaves in their darkness an’ dut air 


tu blest 
your Not to welcome with proud hallylugers the 
Your merit’s quite clear by the dut on 


At the North we don’t make no distinctions 
‘You can all take a lick at our shoes wen 
you ” 
Sez John C. sex he;— 
Sez Mister J: qi 
«They wan't hev to larn 
on ’em know the toon,” 
he. 
“The slavery question aint no ways bewil- 
North an’ South hev one int'rest, it’s plain 
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fern ek ws patra, dont el 


“This is gittin’ severe, 
I wish I could dive like « loon,” sez he. 


‘ “Te break up the Union, this talk about 
# your fact! ry E (soon ex we split) 
. gittin’ some Miss chief or other to lead 


im om 
"ll go to work raisin’ permiscoous Ned,” 
Bie doterC. Calbora, sax he;— 
“Yes, the North,” sez Colquitt, 
“Ef we Southeners all quit, 
Would ago down like a busted balloon,” 
sez 


Took wut is doin’, wut annyky’s 


‘the beautiful clime o” the olive an’ 
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wise aristoxy ’s atumblin’ to rnin, 
“the sankylots dori” an’ drinkin? 
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Emmemor, O, fidet, pecorumue oblite tuorum ! An’ buttered, tu, fer sartin 5 
1 would darive the name ed- ne in’ till one busts 
itor not so much to as 1 party chooses, 
tat ine bin he Folia loin So An’ in conyartin’ public trusts 
sot political discord fer novgther gees, | TO Very peivit uses. 
sion than tte Lerathore te: two ticasand of | Tau believe hard coin th stuft 
‘mutton-loving shepherds in the United Fer ‘lectioneers to spout on; 
Bist ant of these, how many have oven the | ‘The people's ollers soft enough 
fand the dutics consequent thereon? Here and De ee eh 
one. Nine hundred and ninety- Dear Unele Sam pervides fer his, 
‘An’ gives a junk to all, — 
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Tov believe in Freedom's cause, 
Ex fur away ex Payris is ; 
Love to see her stick her claws 
ON pete Hea 
It’s wal cnough agin a king 
‘To dror resolves an’ triggers, — 
But libbaty’s a kind o” thing 
‘Thet don’t agree with niggers, 


‘I du believe the people want 
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nothin’ aint extravygunt, — 
" I'm in office ; 
Fer I hev loved = country sence 
eye-teeth filled their sockets, 
An’ Uncle Sam I reverence, 
Partic’larly his pockets. 
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The folks to vote, — an’ keeps us in 
‘Our quiet custom-houses. 


I du believe it 's wise an’ good 
‘To sen’ out furrin missions, 
Thot is, on sartin understood 
An’ orthydox conditions ; — 
T mean nine thousan’ dolls. per ann., 
‘Nine thonsan’ more fer outfit, 
An’ me to recommend a man 
‘The place ‘ould jest about fit, 


I du believe in special ways 
prayin’ an’ convartin’ ; 
‘The bread comes back in many days, 
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In the Press's freedom, 
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At my fat contracts squintin' 
An’ withered bo tho nose thet pokes 


I du believe thet I should give 
Wut ’s his’n unto 


I du believe in prayer an’ praise 
"To him thet hex the grantin’ 
0” jobs, — in every thin’ thet 
at: most of all in CANTIN ; 
This doth my cup with marcies fill, 
‘This Inys all thought o' sin to rest, — 
I don't believe in princerple, 
But ob, I du in interest. 


I du believe in bein’ this 
(Or thet es it may bay 
One way or" other hensiest is 
"To kntah the people nappla' = 
It aint by prinoerples nor men 
My preudunt course is steadied, — 
I scent wich pays the best, an’ then 
Go into it baldheaded. 


I du believe thet holdin’ slaves 
Comes nat'ral to a Presidi 

Let “lone the rowdedow 
To hev a wal-broke 
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broken victuals." —H. W.J tell you that he dined with Smith, another that 
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‘and the communicative. To the first | are of several kinds, Fis those 
eee casing Somme, oe rs, | which are not letters at all—as ty 
navel-contemplating Brahmins, a Td closing bills, letters 
various so- | of administration, re hesiger 9 letters of div 


spies, the 
for ing Rhinothiam, Columbuses, | plomacy, of Cato, of. ito 
rors, and men of science, who | ton, Chesterfield, and Orrery, of Jacob, 
‘to the ‘mind ‘asso. many ‘hom S¢. Jarume tacludos in his List af 
‘marks of int wandering up and down | sacred writers), lottars from abroad, from 

world, or sitting in studies and laboratories, | in college to their fathers, letters of marque, and 
seeond clans I should again sulsivide into | letters fyperally, which are in no wine letters of 

. ould marl 








and brine ral i 
thaws. Yack of us twolesged fowlswithout | hitherto wibeard of and still uuprongunosable, 
‘embraces all these subdivisions in him- | but valuable to the student of the 


oe 
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ef the 
To hev me an’ thin’ in particler, 
Wy, I’m a kind o” peri-Wig- 


P.S. 





Ef 
By gitti v Tees the L ht-house 
ide ight-I 
WSbars tothe eend of Jaan Pint 


"At bein? frum off the roost, 
T’il tall ye wut'll save all tusalin’ 


This gives : a safe pint to rest on, 
77 ete frontin’ South by North. 


i 
i 
i 
3! 
F 


Hl 
He 


i 
in 


i 


i 
Febze 
st 
i 
ub 
Ze 


it is well understood, was 
his candidacy, with the cor- 
vigilance committee. No 
berg was ever more cautiously 
terials, The soot was 
a the chit aces ; 
jooters it sure 
came clad in feathers) 
certain limited distance 


i 


i 


Hi 
te 
a 
ay 
ue 
t 


2 
a 
Es 
i 
Ni 
H 


F 








E 


if 


eat 


among the Grecks, the eating of bean 
strictly forbidden to all such as had it & 
to consult those expert amphil 

same prohibition on the part of 

his disciples i it 


understood to. g 
ise fe alse Bante viog eee 
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ee oy 
thet the holl o' ine. ” 

Wen [eft hum, I hed two legs, an’ they 
Sele ton en ” played 
(The ever wuz 

Deingin’ on me hither,) 
Now one on ’em’s I dunno ware;— they 


things is ex ry 

Tt took on s0 they took it off, an’ thet’s 
‘enough fer me: 

‘There ’s one good thing, though, to be said 
about my wooden new one, — 

‘The liquor can’t git into it oz "t used to in 
the true one; 


3; 

So it saves drink; an’ then, besides, a feller 
‘could n't beg 

A gretter blessin’ then to hey one ollers 
sober peg; 

It's true a ’s in want 0” two fer fol- 
Jerin’ a dram, 

But all the march I'm up to now is jest to 
Kingdom Come. 


T'vo lost one oye, but thet’s a loss it’s easy 
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Offcers I notice, who git paid fer all our 
a 

Du wal by keepin’ single eyes arter the 


So, ex the eye's put fairly out, I'll lam to 
Lo s 
exe's pal 


ies sok aller mages ta lates poet put out 
about it. 
Now, le’ me see, thet isn’t all; I used, 'fore 


on "te 
I've hed some ribs broke, — six (I b'lieve), 
—Thaint kep" no account on "em; 
Wen pensions git to be the talk, I'll settle 
As? now Lar epee? about riba lt Mato 
now I’m in’ about ribs, it kin’ o' 
brings to mind 
One thet I conld n't never break, — the one 
T lef’ behind; 


annooal pension, 
An’ kin’ o’ hint (in case, yeaviaeny the 
it to 


cantare at Soe 

it 80 ive now to 

ez wut I used to be; 

‘There’s one arm less, ditto one eye, an’ 
then the leg thet ’s wooden 

Can be took off an’ sot away wenever 
ther 's a puddin’. 





er; 

Wal, "fore I Fallintecred, I thonght this 
country wuz a sort 0” 

Cannan, a reg’lar Promised Land flowin’ 
with ram an’ water, 

Ware propaty growed up like time, without 
‘no cultivation, 

An’ gold wnz dug ez taters be among ¢ 
Yankee nation, 


ee 
Ware nateral advantages were 


in 
‘Ware every rock there wuz about with 













- 
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Ef once we git to Mexico, we fairly may 


persue we 

All day an’ night shall revel in the halls o? 

TD tell ye wat my revels wus, an’ see how 
‘em; 


ever J come 
‘Wa stan’in’ sentry in the sun (an’, fact, it 
rE ee 
A pes meals 0 piled an’ roast thet 
out thru the entry, 
Ta bearit ox T sweltered thrt my pases 
A mbt hae an forks, a clinkty- 
T can't tell off the bill of fare the Gin'rals 
SEITE rth dasithet. ok a? dooms « pair a? 
wuz fried, 
‘Ax’ not » hunderd miles away frum ware 
heey thing ike revel’ thet eer come 


Wor i touted on sloop tn darned 


rile 
0 ied 80 used up Tiga do ao 


ro only Se hf te pati 
Now, ex the people’s gut to her a miling- 
Aw 1 a oti else jest now, I "ve hit 
fie ae, you know, ’ould suit 


mae toa, 
rer cena Txt may oars to lodge 












ee 

I "ma desided ponce-man, a, at” go agin 

Fer now the boll on "t's an wat 
thers to for past, 


BE thoy ain sctisted with thet, an? Kin’ o 
pry an’ doubt 
An’ ax “toe! et say ON 


kre Pur our! 
‘Thot kin’ o” talk I guess you'll find ‘ll 
answer to a 
An’ wen you ‘re druy tu nigh the wall, hol” 
up my 
Brydon i fra pl 
a vartoous lool 
Av’ tell” vs thet ’s 
gin nor — 
‘Then you can call me “Timbertoes,"” — 
thet 's wut the people likes; 
‘Sutthin’ Lrpord ape truth with 


phrases sec! 
pa eeak Todo his othe 
or wat you please, 
Teale ae people want is jest correct 
“Ola Timbertoes,” see, 's a creed it 's 
sate to be quite bold on, 
ere notin is th ster nidcon ay 
ways git hold on; 
Se eee a sutthin’ to om- 


‘Thet valooable class o” men who look 


Tt sive ary Piatfor, 0 ot 


Of all Tee ', honest folks 
Pipher te 


wat I never 








‘BLOODY BrrporREDUM: 
‘Them 's wut takes hold o’ folks thet think, 
Bafeestee geciecen ew id ol good 
‘men ofall class. - 
‘There ’s one thing I'm in doubt about; in 
By oy ES «Sete 
a 
saad 
‘The Constitution settles thet, an’ also thet 
a feller 
Must o vl 
ee oe 
Boca eae ne shfeattins agin particklar 
Nor ownin’ anythin’ (except the trath 
pits ‘ 





buy a low a 
An’ then’ to suit the No’thern folks, who 


feel oblooged to 
Bt ac the very thing they vote 
evel 7 
a See Igo full but fer Lib- 
Fi darte los rasatte tly jut tb epite the 
8 on’ 
Taatitootlon; — 
Bab, golly 1 there» the currien's hoes upon 
the pavement pawin’ ! 
Seeger neeh plist Sa my ach 
oe RIRDOFREDUM SAWIN. 
"the balanoesbent rian between 


between 
Sarees ara 


#2 
he 


4] 
| 








i 
f 
4 
& 
i 


e aseeQ oo 
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day 3 ay ig? a* | * e 
ae cf ee se ee ini 28 an i 4 i ba 
any Pipette noe ia H Pee ne 
A rel i eh vy i il a 
a ihebstaet Giliedaie: 2 Hb CAE Gu 
fe Gee | lal 
Tele rf : rit) fai = i Ha ae 
ies Vea aneal if a ill ae 
a Eu are 8 H j Hi gah in; epee 
utd feral au Hl PPT meee a et 
rea dig ialtuiidtl bales 
ee cena sr ne pee a HEMT Ee re oe 
Fae if a fips sles ee rn PARLE LATE 
ce aay ld i le 
ae ih isha ah gee 
imal an iit ca tn Hole ail 
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rue it wot no wish in wa | 
But poppiler enthusiasm gut so almighty 
3a ee 
TN a oP lathe fa 


Fact is, oe matter 80, I 
ould 2 hel admittin® 

‘The Father o' his Coane shoes no fect 
but mine " 


it 
Besides the savin’ o” ets elas Beene 
succeed, 
Secin’ thet with one wannut fool, © pair’d 
be more ‘n I need; 
An’, tell ye wut, them’ shoes "IL want a 
thund’rin sight 0” 


EE this er fashion isto lat wo "ye gut into 
A Bf uenet Washintonn Se ovety ory 
ae 


Though, fer oz be: ’s consarned, I 
don't make no objection. 


I waz agoin’ on to say thet wen at fust I saw 
‘The masses would parstreambr hey 


's fat 
"hed it Futke, but I told 


An’ Washinton hed the thing laid 
fairly to his door, 

Nor darsn't say't worn’t his'n, much ez 
sixty year afore,) 


ee aateat 03 to thet wen I wuz 
*T worn't natur but wut I should feel con- 


lated, 
Ax’ wile tho hooraw 0 the thing wuz kind 
0" noo an’ fresh, 
T thought our ticket would ha’ caird the 
country with a resh. 


Sence I've come hum, though, an’ looked 
round, I think I’seem to find 
‘Strong argimunts ex thick ez fleas to make 

me change my mind; 
Te’sclear to any one whose brain aint far 
gone in a phthisis, 
‘Thet hail il Calo’ happy land is goin’ 
a crisis, 


a ie ea Ra Bae 





By bein’ all to once, by vev'mal poplar 


°T wou vy bl haar fe an” 
three four months o” 
eb oboe back out 


ithdea 
So, ex aint crooked stick, jest like — 


Begins to tot wot hy cl i’ i 

Wal, I, fer one, feel sure he aint gut nothin? 

It’s so nine cases out o! ten, but jest that 
‘tenth is 


An’ "taint no moro ‘a is proper ’n’ right in 
sech a sitooation 

To hint the course you think’ll be the 
savin’ o” the 

To funk right out of piliveal strife aint 
thought to be the thing, 

Without you denom off the toon you want 


folks shou 
So 1 alts the nemo ands thot ’s in 
ith me 


think, is 


Next thing you'll want to know, I spore, 
wut argimunts I seem 

To see thet makes me think this ere ’ll be 
the strongest team; 

Fust place, I’ve ben cousid’ble round in 
bar-rooms an’ saloons 

Agetherin’ public oat ‘mongst Dem- 


mererats and C 
An’ "taint ve’y a ‘thet, I moet a chap 
but wut 
Fer Rough an’ iy, fair an square, hufs, 


ler, horns, an” skin; 
T don't deny at bat wut, fer one, ex fur ex I 
coul 


sme ao ‘at fast the Pheladelphy nom- 


Teould ba’ pinted to a rman thet 
at | 


















I've ben a Wig three wooks myself, jest o° 


Each takes a side, an’ then 
adnan i temmeaten 
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I spose it’s time now I should give my 
thoughts upon the plan, 4 
‘Thet chipped the shell at ©” sottin’ 
up ole Van. 
T used to vote fer Martin, but, I swan, I'm 
He aint the man thet I can say is fittin’ to 
trasted; 
He aint half antislay’ry ‘nough, nor I aint 
sure, ez some be, 
He ’d go in fer abolishin’ the Deestrick o” 
‘olumby; 
An’, now I come to racollec’, it kin’ o” makes 
me % 
A horse, to think o” wut he wus in eighteen 
ipiteeak Giichise thing, —T guest, though 
agoin’ to dror al- 
eer strong; 
Some folks, f know, hev gut th’ idee thet 
No’thun dough ‘ll rise, 
Though, "fore I see it riz an’ baked, I 
would n't trust my eyes; 
°T will take more emptins, a long chalk, 
than this noo party ’s guts 
To pete nee heavy cakes ez a start, I 
wat. 
Ia aver af thay caind tho day, there woold 
n't be no endurin’ 
To stan’ ee a platform with sech critters 
ez Van Buren;— 
Az’ his son John, tu, T can’t think how thet 
Yere chap should dare 
To speak ez he doos; wy, they say he used 
Beiesiba trac sate yun hat tlla 
never the m thet tel 
Seeders Ge sisis 
A feller with long legs wuz throwed thet 


would n't say his prayers. 
This oars sa to another pint: the leaders 
1 


Aint jest sech men ex I can act along with 
free an’ hearty; ) 
‘They aint not quite respectable, an’ wen a 
's morrils 
Don’t too the straightest kin’ o” mark, wy, 
him an’ me jost quarri 








I went to a free soil meetin’ once, an’ wut 
a! ye think I see ? 

A feller was aspoutin’ there thet act'lly 
come to me, 


UAboni tvo-year ago lst spring, exuigh 








An’ axed me ef I didn’t want to sign the 
Tem) ! 


Ez fer the niggers, L've ben South, an’ thet 
el my min’; 
A lazier, more ongrateful set you could n’t 
nowers fin’. 
You know I mentioned in my last thet I 


should ani 
Sree 
mod’rate 


So, ez there ’s nothin’ in the world I’m 
fonder of ‘an gunnin’, 
T closed a bargain finally to take a feller 


runnin’. 
I shou'dered queen's-arm an’ stumped out, 
a an’ wen I ee ie lace as 
worn’t fore it Uy ec 
nate Pomp, 
T come acrost a kin’ o' hut, an’, playin round 


the door, 
Some little woolly-headed cubs, ez many "2 


six or more, 

At fust I thought 0” firin’, bat think twice is 
safest ollers; 

‘There aint, thinks I, not one on ’em but ’s 
wuth his twenty dollars, 

Or would be, ef I hed ‘em back into a 
Christian land, — 

How temptin’ all on ’em would look upon 
an auction-stand! 

(Not but wat hate Slavery, in th’ abstract, 
stem to starn, — 

I leave it ware our fathers did, a privit 
State consarn.) 

Soon ’z they see me, they yelled an’ run, 
but Pomp wuz out ahoein’ 

A leetle patch o' corn he hed, or else there 
aint no knowin" 

He wouldn't ha’ took a pop at mies but I 
hed gut the start, 

An’ wen he looked, I vow he groaned ez 
though he 'd broke his heart; 

Ho done it {ike a wite man, to ? 

a pictur, 

‘The imp’dunt, pis'nous hypocrite! w_ 

a boy constrictur. 





hardly wuth i, 
the ehildrin 's up, an? you 
ad ite 

I'd like to hey em immertate, an’ so you'd 
better toddle |” 


Now is there anythin’ on airth ‘ll ever prove 
to me 
‘Thet renegader slaves like him air fit fer 
D ae they "suck in to jine the 
me in to 
en Bu an’ them a 


Rank infidels thet go agin the Scriptur'l 
ous 0” 





T guess we ‘rein a Christian land, — 
Yourn, 
BIRDOFREDUM SAWIN. 


‘But ifnio pearls th 
The world fs not withgut example 
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i 
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i constant 
S (which tet nig, iparta 
xtinet, The 
ible heads 


fire affords us 2 

But while [lament 
in this rogard, L 
Alen 


| 





THE BIGLOW PAPERS 





he wrote to Mr, Fields, 
“Firstly, whar's Biglow ? 
her custom: ti 


i 


ad 1b 


after the book appeared, 

blows: Pray, who iP. T,) 
writing about 
ilt He 


And 
Pe ender] percolate Med 
myown? If you know him, tell him I thh 
in birds beat 


#3 


pate 


ald ted cncontay poetry 
om ni it 
drone could be gurned 
by # diet of beo-bread.” 
it bore a dedica- 
was introduced by the 


Fy 


Bits 


rather 
of verse. 


It 
accident) was in The Courtin'. While the intro- 
Han’ to the Birt Series wae going ghevegh: 
T received word from the printer 
wns a blank page left w 

sat down at once and 
jus‘ notice of the press,’ 


must 
whieh, 





Fi 


FRESE 
i ie 
Ey 
F 


weted story. Most likely Ihave 
bat I shall put it at the end of this Introd: 
tion, for all those kindly impor- 


THE COURTIN’ 


Zekle crep’ up quite unbeknown 
An’ in thru’ the winder, 

‘An’ there sot Huldy all alone, 
‘ith no one nigh to bender. 


A fireplace filed the room's one side 
With half a cord o' wood in — 

‘There war n't no stoves (tell comfort died) 
To bake ye to a puddin’. 


‘The wa’nat logs shot sparkles out 
Towards the pootiest, bless her, 

An’ leetle flames danced all about 
‘The chiny on the dresser. 


Agin the chimbley crook-necks hung, 
nent amongst fem rusted Rae. 
jueen’s-arm thet \er 
Hutahed back Pom Chard bustedst 
‘The very room, coz she was in, 
‘Seemed warm Pom floor to ceilin’, 
An’ she looked full ez rosy agin 
Ex the apples she was peelint. 


°T was kin’ o’ kingdom-come to look 
On sech " blessed eretan 

A lushin’ to 
AEB molester noe nweotae 
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(experto crede), who, having first tried, could 
es oe sal ‘credenzen it was 


T say not this as covertly glancin, 
authors of certain manuscripts whic! 
been submitted to my literary judg. 

(though an epick in twenty-four bead 
ee ‘aking of Jericho” ht, save 
secreting the 


ce 


ambitiously emulous in longa- 
of Homer's list of ships, might, I 
we rendered frustrate any hope 1 
in vacare Musis for the small 





ly assented, believing as I 


do that ling written of set can 
ribs olisd an sstagraph bat ok 
unpremeditated and lively 
rannings which betray the fireside Man in- 
stead of the hunted Notoriety doubling on 
his pursuers. But it is time that I should 
bethink me of St. Austin's prayer, libera me 
eet if would arrive at the matter in 


Moreover, I had yot anothor reason for 
taking up the pen myself. 
that * Atlantic 
debted for its success to 
and editorial supervision of Dr. Holmes, 
whose excellent “Annals of America” 
occupy an honored ‘upon my shelves, 
‘The journal itself I have never seen; but if 
this be so, it might seem that the recom- 
mendation of a brother-clergyman (though 
par magis quam similis) should carry a 
eater weight. I suppose that you have a 
lepartment for historical Incubrations, and 
should be glad, if deemed desirable, to for- 
ward for publication my “ Collections for 
oe eras bee of poral ee 
te igree of the Wilbur 
Sele eet etter origo, the Wild Boar 
of Ardennes. aa from abe active 
luties of my profession by the settlement 
a coll the Reverend Jeduthun 

















Your obedient servant, 
Homer Wiave, A. M. 


Ir’s some consid’ble of a spell sence I 
hain't writ no letters, 

An’ ther’ 's 
all polit’cle 


can't see peatime ‘ 
a8 roosters a rainy heads down 
‘an’ tails half-mast: 
‘Tt ain't disgraceful bein’ beat, when a holl 
% : 


doos it, 
But Chance is like an amberill, —it don’t 
take twice to lose it. 


Sa into enr'ous, now, to know 





clean agin the rules: 
A kind 0’ vieyyarsy house, built drefle 


Jocks outside 
ete bc 


This world is awfle contrary: the rope may 
stretch your neck 
‘Thet mebby kep’ another chap frum washin’ 
An! a tb taters grow ii 
may see the yw in one 
cial gro poor 


p 
So small no self-respectin’ hen thet vallied 
time ‘ould scrateh, 
So small the rot can’t find ’em out,an’ then 
‘agin, nex’ door, 
Ex big ex wut hogs dream on when they ‘re 
"most too snore. 
But groutin’ nin’t no kin’ o” use; an’ ef the 
= fust throw ey Seo, 
Up an in, thet ,—t 
7 Ware ast fl til, ron 
‘Though I fev seen 'em when I thought they 
hed n’t no more head 
‘Than ’d sarve a nussin’ Brigadier thet git 
some ink to shed. 


‘When I wilt ast. bea tarsal locus fp 
deh Slamalinigcee Eo 

Ferlorner than a musquash, ef you 'd took 
Zales tp esienate 

But [ain't of the meechin Kind, thet sets 
anv shinies Sarwan 

‘The betes ot of th untraroe oomiien 


natur’,) 
Upon - kin’ o' corderoy, fust log, 
3 


Luck'ly, cpl a wea 
guess "t woz 
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‘Holl . —a cross of stripéd pig an’ one 

°T wuz Dannil io the Hons’ den, now an? 

Av’ eee 
warn’t no 

Seen aE ee daw itis. an eet 


to home 
‘An’ kin’ o! go Sah aresh in raisin’ Hail 


‘Thet 's so: a they prarmed on ik bees 
Southun men’s 
‘ime ins mech more account than an 
ole settin’ 


30 
You'd one bilieve ther’ ’s | Syne like 
this spendin’ days an’ 
oN em race ‘ter civerlizin’ 


‘But this wuz all prelim’nary; it’s so Gran’ 
Jurors here 
cre op ance wr than. ones, 
So arter this they sentenced me, to make 
all tight 'n' snu; 
eee cree © ee, tt yes 
Taian i hat a: you don’t 
ef let oa dl a 
bined bt Teale in Bape, 


quart o' tar will 
ter Her all ngs wor tt pit | 


feathers, 
Webster would n't ha’ 





Wien Icom gt te ula tear mu? 
it would n't be 
Maciocia 
Um give! ve ye setctin pow by abootin? 

A gi the (ren he s caught), to 

1m il een un kp mo 

It’s jest the way with all on ‘em, the ine 
consistent 


ef ther 
‘We dost tnake no thargn for the tds pst 
te ee Se oa 
's 
felend fer all tha mang” 
A smoelia' thes ent alles aes ay 


“ RESOLVED, ‘we respec’ 
B. 8 Hague, for’ qullertin © heart an’ 


a eS ne te cahoaes othe load y 

jive ye jest the sul jin’ 

eee 

“Resotvep, Thet we revere in him a 
soger 'thout a flor, 

A oa to the princerples o” libbaty an? 

Ras, Ta other mations al, of 


For vartoo, laialit: schivverly, ain't noways 
wath @ cuss.” 


‘Doar ect ebesteg, la 
come o' 

















his uns et the least: 
is some old; but then agin ther’ ’s draw- 


pa peue hers Ost) 
eee bas loaded up a spell, an’ hed to 
Ha erleshed, —‘Tecruaalem | the middle 


last 
Fight ne dor compared to where she 


om the critter tu 





Though paler boyeis ck enough, eagles 


hez kind o’ flown;) 


Wy, she’s an alian in'my now, an’ I’ve 
‘been cornfiseated, — 


For sence we've entered on th’ estate o” 
the late nayshnul eagle, 
She hain't no kin’ o’ right but jes’ wat I 


allow ez legle: 

‘Wut doos Secedin' mean, ef 't ain't thet 
nat’rul rights hez riz, 'n' 

‘Thet wut is mine ’s my own, but wut’s 
another ain’t his'n ? 


my t 
paid my interducti 

To South “an? : 
ia 
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never yet known what it was to have snow 





ing at e' 
alieanittea ware aasiec for wo cid aon 
to feel the disad of youth than the 


advant of OF these latter I reckon 
“Sn ees 


more our own wisdom (with the conceit 
whereof at twonty wo wrap ourselves away 
from knowledge as with a garment), 

wisdom 


ham, which would not Reig tae tified a 
natural curiosity on the part of the publick 

(as I have reason to know from sev 
letters of parr received), but 
would also, as I think, have ly ine 
ereased the circulation of your in 
oo SE 
curiosity ity about affairs of our re 
which is not only pardonable, but even 
commendable, But T shall abide a more 

i touching the follo lit eff 
ing the following literary effort 
of Esquire Biglow, much might be proft- 
ably said on the topick of Idyllick and Pas- 
toral Poetry, and concerning the proper dis- 
tinetions to be made between them, from 
tus, the inventor of the former, to 
Collins, the latest authour I know of who 
has emulated the classicks in the latter 
style. But in the time of a Civil War 
Baer be ronooaty contin’ woetier 

5 reaso’ joubted wl 
thevutiel, Se teciiaa weadioun(ctieccan 
instruction, might not consider other objects 
deserving of present attention. 
the tite of Td 


more 
aE yll, which Mr. Biglow 
has at my s 


gestion, it may not 
be improper to ani vert, that the name 


ignifies a poem somewhat rustick 
eae 
ms to rt ialect employ 
Theoeritus, they are hes dideot one both 
‘a8 to its rusticity and its capacity of risin 
now and then to the level o! Tuten slovak 


h 





sentiments and expresions), wl it naluo 
ive ‘soe! manners, 
Yet it must be admitted that 


tion now in question (which here and there 


bears perhaps too plainly the marks of my 
correcting | Lgelcerd tpireperterre 
Srateaseeal ieee as the interlocutors 


therein are imaginary beings, and 

gene ae bor ce meee 
was, as ve, St 

by the “Twa Briggs” of Eabert a 

Scottish poet of last century, a8 

found its rype in the “Mutual Com- 

plaint of and Causey” by Fer- 
the metre of this Inter 


for the whole sheep than theshoul- 
And that ho knew Coneor ikea book, 
‘expression questionable 
Since there are foo things with which he 
not more familiar than with the printed 


Place z 
seed” (which Mr. 


er, with whose acquaintance 
Gey fugaces anni!) I was formerly hon- 
oured. 


“ But nowadays the Bric in’t wut they show, 
uch os avon, Hatton, ext Threat 


ri t ledge. 
Sg ee 
Whee oes bere 
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ny other or 0, it sem 
ethe alweys to hem that duellen that thei 
more righte than any other folke.” 


share of this amiable 
of them still, as 
Cabalistiques” said of them more 
than a century “Ces derniers disent 
naturellement qu'il n'y a qu'eux qui soient esti~ 
males.” as he also says, “ Jaimerois 
aut somber entre le nen d'un 
isiteur nglois qui me fait sentir 
I en 
et qui ne daigne me parler que pour injurier 
ma Nation et pour m'ennuyer du ricit des 
grandes qualités de la sienne.” Of this Bull 
we may safely say with Horace, habet fenum 
in cornu. What wo felt to be especially in- 
sulting was the quict assumption that the 
descendants of men who left the Old World 
for the sake of principle, and who had made 
the wilderness into a New World patterned 
after an Idea, could not possibly be susce} 
tible of a gencrousor lofty sentiment, 
have no feeling of nationality deeper than 
Batiiitradercian for his shen. One 
would bave thought, in listening to Eng- 
, that we were presumptuons in fancy- 
‘that we were a nation at all, or had any 
principle of union than that of booths 
at a fair, ssa there is no higher notion 
‘of government than the constable, or better 
image of God than that stamped upon the 
ourrent coin. 
It is time for Englishmen to consider 
whether there was nothing in the spirit of 
their press and of their leading public men 


= 








foreign interference. 
Spits es oooetal to dacnshalajealiiag 
7 were to 

ete in the Treut 


in the abrupt 
case, nothing in the fitting out of Confeder- 


tet 
ik 
ie 
Fal 
pepe 


i 
Ba 
EF 
€ 


FEE 
Ha 
: 
: 
et 

= 

; 


oline.” Add to this, what every sensible 
‘American knew, that the moral support of 
En was equal to an of two han- 


come over to call us cousins; and every= 
where it was nothing but “our American 
brethren,” that great offshoot of British 
institutions in the New World, so almost. 
identical with them in laws, language, and 
literature, — this last of the alliterative 
compliments being so bitterly true, that 
haps it will not be retracted even now. 
'o this outburst of long-repressed affection. 
we ded with genuine warmth, if with 
something of the awkwardness of a poor 
relation bewildered with the sudden tighten- 
ing of the ties of consanguinity when it is 
rumored that he has come into a 
estate, Then caine the Rebellion, and, 
presto! @ flaw in our titles was discovered, 
the plate we were promised at tho family 
table is flung at our head, and we were again 
the scum of creation, intolerably vulgar, at 
once cowardly and overbearing, —no rela- 
tions of theirs, after all, but a dreggw b= 


{ 











i 
u 
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i 


BEES 
ert al 
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‘The Concord road, for instance (I, for 


one, 
ever 








i. 
T love to liter there while night grows 


An’ in the twinklin’ villages abou! 
Fast hore, then thor, ths well-anved lights 


‘Any wp pecocs tt recap epee 
Or muffled cock-crows from the drowsy 
Where some wise rooster (men act jest 
thet way) 
Stands fot tet moonsieis the break? 
(So Mister Seward sticks a three-months? 
Where’ te war'd oughto eend, then tres 
My gras'thay’s rolo was safer’n ‘tls to 


at 








Ex ef the world went eddyin’ off in dreams; 
northwest wind thet twitches at my 


baird 
Blows out o” sturdier days not easy seared, 
An’ the same moon thet this ber 


The rail-fence posts, acrost the hill thet 


guns 5 
Ex wheels the sentry, glints = 
preggers 
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You may take out despatches, but you 
mus’ n't 
‘Take nary man — 
THE BRIDGE 
Ale trenley Oba sabi 
int o' view fo, no,—it 's 
pars nae 
With law an’ gospol, when their ox is 
Ite ;, England’s law, on sea an’ land, 
ben, “J 've gut the heaviest hand.” 
Mie nary a? Fine preachin’ from her 
Why, a hes taken hunderds from our 


Restchdanin an! swear she had a right to, 
Ef we wan't strong enough to be per 


te to. 
Of all the sarse thet I can call to mind, 
England doos make the most onpleasant 


kind : 
ne nee Slee ee 
Wat's god's al English, all thet is n't 


Pree boob her t elere it an” just, 
An’ ef you don't read Scriptur so, you 


Sbo's aati herself ontil she fairly thinks 
‘There Tnte no light in Natur when she 
Hain’t she the Ten Comman'ments in her 


pus? 
Could the world stir ’thout she went, tu, 
ez nus? 
She ain't like other mortals, thet ’s a fact : 
She never stopped the habus-corpus act, 


Nor speci payments, nor sho never yet 
int’rest on her pablie debt ; 
See dow’ put down ‘robelionn, tot "oa 


An’ 's ollers willin’ Ireland should secede ; 
‘She 's all thet ’s honest, honnable, an’ fair, 
aire the vartoos died they made her 


THE MONIMENT 
Wal, wal, two wrongs don't never make a 
inistaken, own up, an’ don’t 
sake, hn'n't we enough to du 


fight : 
“he pe up aoe with 1 England, tu? 











THE BRIDGE 


An’ so we can't 
ee Otel You ought n't an’ You 
‘n't. 
She by herself ; she ’s no idear 
Ho ails fa folks to give ‘em their fair 
‘The ods tt "twist ber an’ us is plain’s a 


meen aed 
turned People. 
THE MONIMENT 
She he's ned jee? now — 
THE BRIDGE 
Plain proof her cause ain't 
‘The one thet fust gits mad 's 'most 
wrong. 
Wises! she helped in lickin’ Nap the 


a pike bubble est nga to bust, 
Rooshy, Prooshy, Austry, all assist- 


Th ain’ snl ht a aba wat sn hk hr 
it 
Es though she dane it ‘all, an’ ten times 


more, 
An’ nothin’ never hed, 
Nor never could agin,’ wuz spliced 
On to one eend an in ty od aetna heist 
She is some punkins thet £ wan't den 
For ain't she some related to you 'n’ Tf?) 
at there’s a few sinall intests here ben 


ees afore, 





Outside the counter o” John Bull an’ Co, 
An’ Ahoaghit they can't conceit how ’t should 


I costs the Lord druy down Creation’s 


"thout no gret helpin’ from the British Isles, 
An’ ete fra: to: keep “hinge ‘pooey 


Ef wept es from business in a 
I hattno = Patione with sech swellin’ fol- 


‘Think God can’t forge “thout them to blow 
the bellerses. 
THE MONIMENT 


You 're ollers quick to set your back arid 
aye suits tom-cat more’n a sol 


SS 
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‘Than seek sech peace ez only cowards 
FO 
Give me the pence of dead men or of brave! 


THE MONIMENT 


Lay, ole boy, it ain't the Glorious Fourth: 
‘You'd oughto larned "fore this wat talle wuz 


It ain't our nose thet gits put out o” jint; 
It’s England thet gives up her dearest pint, 
We ve gut, I tell ye now, enough to du 

In our own fem’ly fight, afore we "re thru. 
Lhoped, las’ spring, jest arter Sumter's 
When every flag-staff fapped its tethered 


I to see things settled "fore this fall, 


Jeff Davis hanged, an’ 


boys in Jennooary thaw for skatin’, 
‘Nothin’ to du but watch my shadder’s trace 
Swing, like a ship at anchor, roun’ my base, 

ith ts an’ ebb: it’s gittin’ 


2 


‘most think we "d better let "em go. 

ye wut, this war ’s a-goin’ to cost — 
‘THE BRIDGE 
it wan't be mor 


Ex 


e 


lost; 
‘Mallow 


the cow: 
, 


raz? 


fldin’ wut's i 
‘n you, an’ I've seen things an’ 


—tell ye wut it ’s ben: 
thorough was the ones 


F 


Eg 


Youur 
‘8 


mad an’ off with jackets, tu; 
to think thet killin’ ain't’ per- 











Yon *ve gut to be in airnest, ef 
Whi, two thirds o the: Rebblos 


Ef they once thought thet Guv’ment meant 


‘An’ I du wish our Gin'rals hed in mind 
‘The folks in front more than the folks be- 


hind; 
‘You wun't do much ontil you think it ’s God, 
An’ not constitoounts, thet holds the rod; 
We want some more o’ Gideon's sword, I 


Tos pitti cee tenia t of edge; 
‘There ’s nothin’ for a cancer but the knife, 
Onless you set by "t more than by your life. 
"vo soua hard taeas'T bee awh Henin 
‘Thet folks thet love their bellies never ’d 


won; 
Pharo’s lean kine hung on for seven long 
; 

Bot wien 4 wea: doos, we dif xf oun 
ear; 

Why, law an’ order, honor, civil right, 

Ef they ain't wath it, wat & wuth a fight? 

I'm eae you: the plough, the axe, the 

mil 

All kin’s o” labor an’ all kin’s of skill, 

‘Would be a rabbit in a wile-cat’s claw, 

Ef"t warn't for thet slow critter, 'stablished 


law; 
Onsettle thet, an’ all the world goes whiz, 


A screw 's gut loose in iin’ there is: 
buttresses once settled, don’t you fret 
An’ stir em; take a bridge's word for thet! 


Young folks are smart, but all ain't good 
thet’snew; 
I guess the gran'thers they knowed sunthin’, 
tu. 
‘THE MONIMENT 
Amen to thet! build sure in the beginnin’ : 
An’ then don’t never tech the underpinnin’: 
guv’ment is, the better 't suits; 
‘New ones hunt folks’s corns out like new 
boots: 
a oe for change, is like them big 
iotel 
pear shift plates, an’ let ye live on 
smells. 
THE BRIDGE 
Wal, don't give up afore di 


It’s a stiff gale, but 
s cue gos 
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We give the critters back, John, 
Cos Abram it "twas right ; 
Tt warn't your ‘in’ clack, John, 
Provokin’ us to fight. 
spa uamreea nes be, AX pre, 
We've a hard row,” sez he, 
“To hoe jet now ; but thet, somehow, 





Is, think him so, J. B., 
Ex much ez you or me!” 


Our folks believe in Law, John ; 
‘An’ it's for her sake, now, 
They ‘ve left the axe an’ saw, John, 
anvil an’ the plough. 
‘Ole Uncle S. sex ho, “I 
Ef 't warn’t for law,” sez he, 
“There ’d be one shindy from here to 


Indy ; 
An’ thet don’t suit J. B. 
(When ’t ain’t 'twixt you an’ me !)” 


We know we ‘ve got a cause, John, 
Thet 's Tgnest at an’ tre ; 
We thought ’t would win applause, John, 
Ef nowhores else, from you, 
Ole Unele S. sex he, “I guess 
His love of Fight,” sex he, 
Uk rotten fibre o’ cotton : 
metiycrora unter ins Be 
Ez wal’z in you an’ mo!” 








nay we)— 
White, yaller, black, an’ brown, John : 
Now which is your idee ? 





acd celeste 


Shall it be love, or hate, John ? 
Ate yee ie weld be Pato, John, 
‘your rate, 
Like all the world’s beside $ 

Ole Uncle S. sez he, “1 guess 
men rive,” sex he, 
it ; an’ some time yit 
may atrike J. B,, 
Ez wal ez you an’ me!” 


God means to make this land, Je 
Clear thra, from sea to sea, es 
Believe an’ john, 
The wuth o” bein’ free. 
Qlo Uncle 8. sex he, «I ges, 
's price is high,” sez he ; 
“Bat nothin’ else than wat He sel 


‘Wears long, an’ thet J. B. 
May Tarn fice you an? me!” 
No. it 


BIRDOFREDUM SAWIN, ESQ, TO 
MR. HOSEA BIGLOW 


With the following Letter from the Rev- 
exexd Homer Wiipur, A. M, 


TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC 
MONTHLY 


Taatant, Tth Feb., 1862. 

Resrectep Frrexps, —If I know m: 
self,—and surely a man can hardl 
supposed to have overpassed the limit of 
fourscore years without attaining to some 
roficiency in that most useful branch of 
learning i clo descendit, says the 
poet),—I have no great smack of that 
weakness which would press upon the pub- 
lick attention any matter pertaining to my 

ivate affairs, But since the following 
Teeter: of Mn Basia: coctatba ee only a 
direct allusion to myself, but that in con= 
nection with a topick of interest to all 
those engaged in the publick ministrati 
of the sanctuary, 1 may be pardoned 
touching briefly’ thereupon. Mr. ae 
was never a stated attendant upon m_ 





! 
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i 
i 
: 


the jokes of contemporary 
conly that men bankrupt Topas an chai 
acter were “food for the Plantations” 


: for even these kennels 
ld a fact or two to 


pay 
of a Virginia 
ter of a 
lion,” —her father having in truth 
been a tailor, —and three of the Council, 
assuming to themselves an equal splendor 
origin, are shown to have been, one “a 
broken exciseman who came over a ° 
pect nay tinker trans) oe 
theft, third “a common piel t 
emir at South Cescina, ie 
it ina will as little 
muster at the Herald’s Visitation, 
I hold them to have been more 
, inasmuch as many of them were 
honest tradesmen and artisans, in some 
measure exiles for conscience’ sake, who 
‘would have smiled at the high-flying non- 
sense of their descendants. Some of the 
more respectable were Jews. The absurd- 
ity of supposing a population of eight mil- 
all sprung from gentle loins in the 
erect @ century and a half is too mani- 
for confutation. But of what use to 
discuss the matter? An expert geneal- 








F 
i 


f 

F 

i 
fi 
ea 


Mari nisms 

mum) be found an element of any- 
thing like persistent strength in war, — 
thinking the saying of Lord Bacon (whom 


freedor 

which has Siig 
existing, the first wor 

Virginia, as may be seen in Wingficld’s 
eile yo, we awlig Os oaages AS 
—odder yet, as showing the changes whi 

are wrought by cireumstance, that the first 
insurrection in South Carolina was against 
the aristocratical scheme of the Proprie~ 
tary Government. I do not find that 


of the founders of 


anything tothe re 
exeept the carryi 
the chewing of tol 
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He aint pt no wean but gin it 


"Ze ve a Sat ~ la  ctnVon ay 

I don't Pore ‘oll him, but give ye 

For estes know, ‘most 
ne ae you + 


You seaka one elise out ae one there, how 
much on '¢ ud be le! 
A ting ws gin to man fr ’s uso, his 
sarvice, an’ delight; 
An’ dans the ae Hebrew words thet 
fan mean White ? 
Ain't i elit tho Good Book in al its 
 featurs 
To *t wuz wrote for black an’ brown 
an’ ‘lasses-col lored creaturs, 
could n’ read it, ef they 7 eoell, Gow 
ain’t by lor allowed to, 
But ough’ to take wut we think suits their 
naturs, an’ be proud to? 
Warn’t it more ible to bring your raw 
materil 


Where you can work it inta grace an’ inta 
cotton, tu, 
‘Than sendin’ aeoreee out where fevers 


might defeat ‘em, 
‘An’ of the butshoe a8 1? all, their p'rish- 
joners might eat "em ? 
An’ then, agin, wnt airthly use? Nor 
| “twarn't our fault, in so fur 
Ez Yankee skippers would keep on atotin’ 
| ‘on ‘em over. 
| 'T improved the whites by savin’ ’em from 
ary o' workin’, 
An’ the blacks from bein’ lost thru 
lleness an’ shirkin’ ; 
We took to’ ‘em ez nat'ral ez a barn-owl 
doos to mice, 
As? bed one hull time on our hands to keep 
us out 0 vice; 





For wi ysl Ca, ee 
an’ 
1g Hato ew vig whan 


Yi er a ahaa 
Pesskavnledgiens ae  Speri- 
an’ Fou an’ 
‘toolism an’ sech ? 
When Satan sets himself to work to raise 
his very bes’ muss, 
He a roun’ onscriptur'l views relatin’ 
nes" mus. 
‘Youd ough’ to seen, though, how his facs 
Drawer el conisuon from 8 lt 


It wan't like Ww irs meetin’, where 
you're shet up in a pew, 

‘Your dickeys sorrin’ off your cars, an’ bilin’ 
to be thru; 

Ther’ wuz a tent clost by thet hed a kag 0” 
sunthin’ in it, 

Where yon ould go, of you was ya 

damp ye in a minute; 
An’ ef you did dror off spell, ther? wus 


no occasion 
To Jose, the thee because, ye see, he 
bellered like all Bashan. 
It’s dry work follerin’ argymunce an’ 80, 
“twix’ this an’ thet, 
I felt conviction weighin’ down somehow 
. amas my — = 
it growed an’ (Brow like Jonah’s gourd, 
rae kin’ 0” whirlin’ ketched me, 
Ontil I fin'lly clean gin out an’ owned up 
thet he 'd fetched me; 
An’ when nine tenths o' th’ perrish took to 
tumblin’ roun’ an’ hollerin’, 
T did n’ fin’ end in th’ way o turnin’ tu 
an’ follerin’. 
Soon ez Miss S. see thet, sez she, “ Thet ’s 
wut I call wath seein’! 
Thet’s re like « reas'nable an’ intellectle 


An’ so we filly made it up, concluded to 


tion’s bosses; 
Arter I'd drawed’ sech heaps o” 


hosses, 
An’ ae T te nm my ellermunt - 
Fortin at last hez sent a prize, 















‘mean a kin’ o' hangin’ roun’ an’ settin’ on 
the fence, 
Till Prov'dance pinted how to jump an’ 
Cae ae expense; 
I recollected thet ‘ere mine o” lead to 
Thot bust sot alt Pettibone, an’ didn’t 
eer meas ne owen bal pay dee 


went in, 
Far ewappin llver off for lead n't the 








Sint wilan I see's man s0 wine aa’ hooest 
ez Buchanan 
“Adlettin"™ us hev all the forts an’ all the 
arms an’ cannon, 
ee es nelly Hight ax'yom was 
Con yo wo eee iieilest wemceett 
Bra these rece on ewe fa yo mans ‘n 


in a mashed potater, 
While two 0” us can’t skurcely meet but 
ais ceo 


‘Which proves we ‘re Natur’s noblemen, 
Z with whom it don’t 


ea tu, the thing wuz 


‘Tele Soon oot still in hopes thet 

: some one 'd bring his boots, 

thought th’ ole Union's 's hoops wuz off, 
‘an’ let myself be sucked 
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the Nineteenth Century an’ 















An’ dor Tmt oi a did most 
Con al ng shane wa god 
Bat Jeff he Fe hi spon a way odin on wx 










Their mission-work with Afrikins hez put 
oall th 00 sont ot ways of preach? 
0 across-] 
an’ convartin’ ; 
1 bet nya aay pet nr al 
et te Spit he mi ihe Rey 
eren? 
Why, he sot rep wish at one Gk Ee 
Thet (ez sa owl Caylight "mongst 


flock o” teazin’ chirpers 
Sees clearer ‘n mud the wickedness o” entin’ 


little birds 
eee agreed to shen it arter- 
Ast sons mys (0 Jeles ieee 


‘Thet threes ‘Waannermoca ‘where one’s a 





Secession ; 
So it’s thing you | fellers North may safely 
wore al -waisnerocfed re 
‘Thet we 're water-} 
peli rare 


Tefl’s some, Bid gage em 








(With no one in,) to git the leave o' the 
nex’ Soopreme 

Nor Seome ieee jawin’ 

To a hez a. it to save him, 

ohana 

‘Whereas ole Abe ’ud sink afore he a let a 
darkie boost him, 

ae peers a oe ang a beat 


chose my side, an’ ’t ain’t no odds ef I 
wuz drawed with magnets, 
ef Ll it to jine the 
; 
chico, un’ ciphered out, 
i#soen all I see an’ 
Constitooshun never 'd git her decks 
action cleared, 


Biariirad tc tool's an? astsonp 
at a caucus, — 





Legis F cmeia eae 
ive out cor ions to a 
ye 
with their men an’ 
Long's ye sift out “ safe” canderdates thet 
on oon ais afl et 
Coz they 're so thund’rin’ eminent for bein’ 
never heard on, 
An’ bain’t no 
folks to pick a hole 
ie etisk Mik a mal tosh. hed ee 
my, 
An’ it wuz ostentashun to be showin’ on 't 


‘ without, — = 
Sais reba ite teag 
An’ ae nee pop'lar ’s fit to drive a 
lightnin’-train, — 
Long’ you believe democracy means I’m 
An’ ‘ade Stale team the ranks can't be a 


Tories tora, ecaee eee a 
no gret signs of improvin’,) 
enh Aziatle eupbeminm for the Amertoan 
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I think that nothing will ever give per- 
manent pence and security to this continent 
ve 


sume to jog the ol idence, 


ite measures for me till we are sure 
that all others are hopeless, — 


eeareaos, Acheronta 
tle pati 


fere si ne~ 
0. To make 


ebaos. Our first duty toward our enslaved 
brother is to educate him, whether he be 
white or black. The first need of the free 
black is to elevate himself according to the 
‘standard of this matorial genoration. So 
g00nas the Ethiopian goes in his chariot, he 
A find not only ae but Chief 
2 and Scribes and Pharisees willing 
‘to ride with him. 

durins in we 


“NI habot inf 
dos quod fitissios honines fate? 








ge in the President's Inte Message, 


249 
on sound 
policy. 


statel 


[omer Wiisur, A. M. 


P.S.—I had wellnigh forgotten to 
hs tte to enclose bs 


Biglow. 
I sex you a messige, my friens, t’ other 


I'd nothin’ pertickler to say 

day our new nation gut kin’ o’ 
stillborn, 

So’t wuz my pleasant dooty t' acknow- 


ledge the corn, 
An’ I see clearly then, ef I did n't before, 
‘Thet the augur in inauguration means bore. 
T need n’t tell you thet my messige wuz 
written 


To diffuse correc’ notions in France an’ 

re, Gret Bek te ae aaa 
n’ agin to impress on the poppylar mi 

‘The ee an! wisdom o goin’ it blind, — 

To say thet I did n't abate not a hooter 

O” my faith in a bappy an’ glorious futur’, 

Sabre eats tk " 








To tel yh 
'o tell you 
it wus the 
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by lay 
cotton 


On a pledge, when we've gut thru the 
‘war, to return it, — 
Thon to take the proceeds an’ hold them ex 


For anv boos ob meta mauris 
arses notes to be paid in 


On the fe’ Monday follerin’ the "tarnal 
Allsmash: 





vad lle or vile plundorers out in the 

ta ee ree at, ores fr 
ia ee thn banks of my own Mas- 
poe tin we could make, by arrangin’ 


A hendy home-currency out of our niggers; 
bendy tn du to Las, much on ary sech 


staff, 
For they "re gitin’ tu current a'ready, by 


emesis vo ae os leas 

Where Floyd could git hold on’t he'd take 
it, no doubt; 

But ’t ain't jes’ the takin, though 't hez a 

‘We mus’ git sunthin’ out on it arter it’s 

_ An’ we need now more 'n ever, with sorrer 

Ant ee : 


one another should Iet us. loan, 
‘wun't fight, on'y jes’ while 










"thout askin’to know wut the quarrel ’s 
pele npn t why, our game is 
out. 

dish cally gsi rebeeipes ss 
ev said it, 

Tete eee ok Date tn oe 

I swear it’s all right in my speeches an’ 

Bat ther’'s ives aflot, ox ther’ is about 
sessiges : 

Folks wan't take a bond ez a basis to trade 
on, 

Without hosin’ round to find out wut it’s 
made on, 

An’ the thought more an’ more thru the 

crosses 

‘Thet our ey eee 

Wot’ lle red credit, you see, is some like 

Thet looks ole it's up ‘most ez harn- 
some 'Z & moon, 

But once git a leak in "t, an’ wut looked so 

Caves righ’ down in a jiffy ex flat ex your 

Now the world is « drefle mean place, for 

Where ther’ ollus is critters about with 

Anika de ate we 've Blowed with 

Aa? provn’ thes nothin’ inside but bad 

‘Theyre Star Miles, poor-wite rath 

Without no more chivverlry ’n Choctaws or 
Creeks, 

Teg gennleman’s promise to 

Ya:mnoent bo be book inl trade's oruery 

‘Them fellers an’ I could n’ never 

Bobet = i nee agre 

17a gladly take all of our oterresks 


To be Ted this lowsived politike "oon 
‘my! 


Now a dastardly notion is gitn’ 
Sar Hadise to bee i thegee 





out, 








THE BIGLOW PAPERS 


ete Ftd? to sack Cincin- 
a - e 


promisen’ 
Ye hitherto, it’s our own pees an’ 


Thet we've used, (those for whetstones, 
' an’ t’ others ez tools,) 
‘now our las’ chance is in puttin’ to test 
mee up North an’ out 
Your Balas, Vallanighans, Wones 
‘Poor abotes hit yo could 't permade ws 


eager we wa 


They 're the ee ncatad nutmegs the 
Yankees perdooce, 
reernsscts else sa jes’ sound on 
y ain't wath a cuss, an’ I set nothin’ by 
Seek a fix thet Is'pose we 
mus’ try 


‘a triumph it is, an" how lucky 


eer one 
Coals triumphantly gittin’ away. 
No. V 


SPEECH OF HONOURABLE PRE- 
pet DOE IN SECRET CAU- 


TO THE EDITORS OF THE ATLANTIC 


continent by the Seakeen, oe 

tic tan Torta in debatathe 
tion, 

ebaracter than that which ioe am about to 
decipher, yet T would Pee means be un- 


derstood as wishing to the merits 
of te oral Soe wwe sun wil 



























PG ra ee iz rae! cs ® 
sates GG EEE 
i ae SH en ERE 
a Pe ti aa tel ig 
7 eae He ules! ie sayeides 
| ab HA APOE 
2) RIE THAEN IIE TIPIN HEE 
Es au 3 FH 
ea A ina : 
te ee allt 
ale ‘elit 


tere 
brave old man arrived safel; 


therefore, to ‘meet with this 


Lee i 


net 
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co 


Qs, when the ramon oo come, ever to find 
Nat’ral_ masters in front an’ mean white 


a 1 naw 
SWwiital T-wox to Congress, I. would n't, I 
Sige lot ut’ estr'cn so high-minded an’ 
Semi amabhste. of wut you may call viey- 


‘To be sure, we wuz under a contrac’ jes’ then 
To be pcre avroeesi’ towards Sonthun 


SWalied'taigo sheers in preservia’ the bel- 
An’ ez they soomed to feel wastin’ 
te acme feel they wuz 
‘hoot some un to kick, ’t warn't more a 
| Ce a 
Pre ee eee aly we found 
= Agony the Compromise Syste 

oo 
should suffer. 









| Eiwas's vay the plan hed n’t onpleasant 


For men are perverse an’ onreasonin’ crea 
Aw’ forgit thet in this life ’t ain’t likely to 
Reiiigee ‘peivit' fancy should ollas bo 
ere ore tees 
















An felt kind o's though they was bavia? 

Which ke eee 

While all we invested wuz names on the 
tickets : 

ee orient aie tala Seem 

Ye oar i emosaey tempore 


Now eS ie wuth pains in 

Where the People found jints an’ their 
frien’s done the carvin’, — 

Where the aya allo their thinkin’ 

Pe ip ye 
christened ey — 

Where the few let us sap all o” Freedom’s 
foundations, 

Ss its reformin’ with prudence an’ 

An’ as willin Jeff's snake-egg should 
hetch with the rest, 

Ef you ni “Constitootional” over the 
nest 

Feud gee get 


As ae J. D.’s perceedin’ too fast ; 
he 'd on’ Feviae rae fem month or two 
We'd a’ 


i things fed nicer they hod 
Alor edad of an Ie al in cote 
We wey ely entrenched in the ole Con- 
With rae outlyin’, heavy-gun, casemated 
Di sale cael mean th’ S. J. 
Liat tetra rea oe (nut ef you 
"twuz wise to abandon sech works to the 


Ale in outta wat cred him 90 















An’ the ae to mount Constitootion 
With Columbiad guns, your real ekle-rights 
Thet can kerry a solid shot clearn roun’ 
We “d better take maysures for shettin’ up 
An’ put off our stock by a vendoo or swop. 
TT I eA 


‘fore ventur’ to go where their doc- 
"ud lead "em : 


‘Thot Truth, to dror kindly in all sorts o” 

‘Mus’ be kep’ in the abstract, —for, come 

You're to hurt some folks's interists 

Wal, these ’ere Republicans (some on ’em) 

EP tices gional mexims ‘ud suit speshle 

Bs Bue '¢ see wo sink Yas there 
phere Sar dl 


it cost, 
An’ folks don’t want Fourth o’ July t’ ine 
terfere 













Now I sees think the South's more'n 
Bt ik 0 oh wns 
seu tlw fe a spell an’ keep puffin’ an’ 


For eet hap in? long "2 
To blow Entel’: Speaker thru let’ at tho 
But it’s high time for us to be settin’ our 
With a eyo to boat ogi on the 
Wo wl ta pind he tack 
An’ the fos i 1s to save wut of Slav'ry 
Aver thir Eat) imprene 
or eal god Abus, with its rots fr 
0” thing I like to hey on my 
Eatitarigini? naioe makes St en\sweet en a 
An’ it’s tougher the older an’ uglier it 
sin peak’ now o the righteous 


ae it the 
vik purchase it gives an’ 


“Things look pooty squally, it must be 
ee ta nce nee alge 8 bow fn the 


go for the Union ’thout carin’ a 
cuss 
arate tare that erar was beak 
gl si mao 9 eit Aun 
’s still some consarvative to 
ther signs 





tne Lae Orr arty of olo Cinolae 
ee System ain't gone out 
Long 's you keep the right limits on free 
"Tat in ite ihr, op 
edt Game the 


They ne mo gi iy res aie beg 


Ant ei gia is opt to be tu indssi- 
Nor don’t ollus wait the rij to 
Ws a 
bein! re- 


But there is variety on Yom, 
Jest ez usefle an’ more, 


T mean o' the sort thet are laid by the die- 


Way the yon wa to the right class o? 

‘Aw’ ar alr than ll overcome fom a 

“Disunion” done wal till our resh Southun 
friends 

‘Took the savor all ont on’t for matinal 

But I guess “Abolition” “Il work « spell 
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a oe 'd nothin’ here that blows an’ 


ge bts ee ea rinses we ecole 
in] 


‘This makes "em think our fust o' May is 

wie i, for all the almanicks can 
oe oa 

Blind ou theeword o ospapes oF pont! 

They "re apt to pul, an’ May-day soldom 


Up inthe county xt doe in tk 


Lashed hornets’-nests 


ves, 
[Oz printed aermioes be to bol poly lives 
I, with my trouses perched on cowhide 


Pesein’ my foundered feet out by the areas 
come to fling on April's hearse 
Your Salle isso .ys from the milliner’s, 
Puzalin’ to find d ity ground your queen to 
choose, 
Oni throats sore in morockor 
I’ve seen ye an’ felt proud, thet, come wut 
would, 
Our Pig stock wuz pethed with hardi- 
Beem dove make us Yankees kind o” 
Ex though ’t’ waz sunthin’ paid for by the 
_ inch; 
But yit we du contrive to worry thru, 
Ef Dooty tells us thet the thing ’s to'du, 
= kerry a hollerday, ef we set out, 
Ex stiddily oz long war aireasebe 
4 oa an’ bred, know where to 
Some paces thet make the season suit the 
mind, 
An’ seem to metch the doubtin’ bluebird’s 


notes, — 
Half-vent’rin’ liverworts in furry coats, 
Bloodroots, whose rolled-up leaves ef you 


oneurl, 
Each on ’em 's cradle to a baby-pearl, — 
Bi ite ae fe! Sping’s pikata; ware ez 
The seb frosts try to drive ’em in; 
For half our May so aovfally like May n't 
ee ios Saks or cn eee ees 










Though I own up I like our back'ard 
‘Thot kind of haggle with their greons an’ 
‘Ai? ‘ptens Sou aad give aps olin ae 
‘Toss the fields full o” blossoms, leaves, an’ 
Thet 's Novtian natur’, slow an’ apt to 
Bat wit dw gi tired ther ogi 


Fust come the blackbirds clatt‘rin’ in tall 


trees, 
ier petits, far “ae Tt 


‘Then salarn swarms swing off from all tho 

So sy te they look like yaller caterpil- 

‘Then gray hossches'nuts leetle hands unfold 

Softer ‘n'a baby’s be at three days old: 

‘Thet epee =redbreast’s almanick; he 

aa noes this ther’ 's cols cske-ee 

choosin’ out a 

Fe aoe ate Le ae 

Then seems to come a hitch, — things lag 

Til some fine mornin’ Spring makes up her 

An’ ez, when snow-swelled rivera cresh 
their dams 

Heaped-up with ice thet dovetails in an’ 
jams, 

A lnk aes spirtin’ thru some pin-hole 

ef 

Grows stronger, fercer, tears out right an” 

‘Then all the waters bow themselves an’ 
come, 

Suddin, in one slope o” shedderin’ foam, 

Jes’ so our Spring gits everythin’ in tune 

An’ gives one leap from Aper! into June : 

‘Then ms aoe crowdin’ in; afore you 

Xoume oe oak-leaves mist the 


‘The eatbind ye the Iaylock- 














Wheso shrinkia’ hearts the scbool-guls love 
With pins, — they ‘ll worry yourn so, boys, 
But I dou’t love your eat"logue style, —do 
Bx fi ll of Nat? by vendo 
One word with blood ints twice ex good 
‘unit sed, June's bridesman, poet 0? the 












‘My boyhood back, an’ better ines with 
Faith, Hope, an’ sunthin' of it ian't Char- 





to make 
‘in’ thet on for a spell 
Rebellion, then o' Hell, 
folks tell ye now is jest a met- 
(A the'ry, p'raps, it wun't feel the 
> prraps, it wun’t none 
better fi 


for); 
I ot Sea 
our patent -blow-up a 2 
I thought ef this ’ere milkin’ ey 
So a month, warn’t givin’ Natur’ 
Ef folks wara't dray,findin’ their own mille 
‘To work the cow thet hez an iron tail, 
‘An’ ef idees “thout ripenin’ in the pan 
= aR een tole man: 
7 ree - 
“Till finally Iamust ha’ fell asleep. 
Jur lives in sleep are some like streams 
feck Sy it boundin’ on each side, 
an’ 5] i uundin’ on. rf 
both sheres’ abadders kind o’ mix 
an’ mingle 
sitar thet ain’t jes’ like either sin- 
et ea caw: cf zaomcte: frac Xo 
‘day, 
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An’, mixed 
Sack thet ay 








An’ can't skuree take a cat-nap in my 
"thout hevin’ ’em, some good, some bad, all 
queer. 


Now I wuz settin’ where I ‘d ben, it | 


say.— 

“Ht yous names Bigiow, an? ya given 
name 

Ih yous prot gravber ardlpted 
Sade pk multiplied by 

“My wut?" sex I.—*“Your gret-gret- 
gret,” sez he: 

“You would n’t ha’ never ben here but for 
eer ¢ 

Two hundred an’ three this 

Te cis Venee tnnalcl ap Seon Bare 

1’d been a cunnle in our Civil War, — 

But wut on airth hev you gut up one for? 

Coz we du things in Eng] "t ain’t for 


Rete SS 
I 'm told you ‘write in public prints: ef 
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and coherence under a dem- 


luction of 
eee to goout wit Het Nr 


‘@ certain extremeness in 
his views, Hoy presente pot 


it strikes me, ’t ain’t jest the time 

’ words with settisfaction: 

Wut 's wanted now’s the silent rhyme 
"Dwi upright Will an! downright Ae 


keep ’em, their 
et the short = to ruin; 
mae Cents halt-price) but cheap 
fhe pat terse of ef it ak 


It 


nothin’ wuss, "less" i Go sot 


eas 
“he Is down Yom with Fort War- 











Or thet ther’ ’d ben no Fall o” Man, 
Ef Adam *d on'y bit a sweetin’ 2" 


bay ey eee ae edi, 


oot fer eee era Eat sen De Jeff D., 


Nut wut ‘ll boost 
Hers lt ae loo we fay at 


half the peste 
‘Till Sen'tor This an’ Gov'nor 
Stop squabblin’ fer the garding-ingin. 


It's war we ‘re in, not polities; 
t's systems gratin) now, not partis; 
Where. will an’ truest heart is, 
An’ wut ’s the Guv’ment folks about ? 
sat ako ty to ne ther’ ’s nothin’ doin’, 
ex thou they did n't doubt 
wuz abrewin’, 
‘Ther’ ’s critters yit thet talk an’ 
Fer wut they call Conciliation; 
They ’d hand a buff'lo-drove a tract 
they wuz madder than all Ba 
Conciliate ? it jest means be kicked, 
No metter how phrase an’ tone it; 
It means thet we ’re to set down licked, 
Thiet we feuipice shotedl ait glad to own 
it! 
A war on tick 's ez dear 's the deuce, 
Bat it wun’t leave no lastin’ 
Tiina punter lakrpeon a 
Without no moral 
jest the cheese, 


specie-basis: 
Ef ears —— aut 
jot ’s extremer, — 
idees 


tf eral 
Neiite tine, pas ost tr Gerone Eagnoee 
Last year, the Nation, at a 
‘ion trembli’ Freedom told to shield 


1d weldin’ into one keen sword 
an’ longin’ fer a wielder: 


finsh! — but how 'd the 
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PRELIMINARY NOTE 


evening 
what 
Wilbur, 

ity 

or whether 


sont 


ee 
tit , 
ae 
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than nen 
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Et poblleos. tart tertiand evineit venerabile no- 
men. 
ed bellique ad tympana ha! 
Vociferant leti, procul et si pretlia, sive » 
OC sepa atsito possint shootere 
vi; 
Imperiique capaces, esset si stylus agmen, 
Pro dulai spoliabant et sine dangere fito. 
Pre ceterisque Polardus : si Secessin licta, 
Semunquam licturum jurat, res ot unheard 
Verbo ‘sit, similisque andaci roosteri i i 
Dunghil ee rex pullos whoppere 
Graton i ings stripes quique et splen- 
Siders, et ee territum et omnem sars- 
nit orbem. 
wae ne pee isti omnes, SES 
Sanne dager avancalum, id <a 
Uheribes sed sed ejus, et horum est culpa, re- 
motis, 
Parvam domi vaceam, nec mora minima, 
quierant, 
Lacticarontem atom et droppain vi indie 
tem 5 
Reddite avunculi, et exclamabant, reddite 
6 


Echo ren ice ex vacuo, pap- 
Sashes pont pocketa, ruber nare re- 
Offieia Terrell aspiciunt rapta, et Para- 


igs h tune « irate madidis spittantque : Pi 
lenter. 
Adbibere = ast longo vires prorgus in- 


Si non tt ‘qui grindeat axve trabemve re- 
nolvat, 
Virginiam exeruciant totis nune mightibu’ 
‘matrem ; 
Non melius, puta, nono panis dimidiumne 
est? % 





708, 
ea operas nondum, atque in 
Tylorus Tot "sheen celerisque in flito Na- 
nase es digitos in tantum stickero 
Adit aedinati i imprimere aut perrumpere 
Quales ee rabidi tres mgre = 
Quales aut dubium textum atra in xeita 

ministri, 

Tales peoeaeeoes nune nostri inopes hoo 
Hisque Polardus voce canoro talia fatus: 
Primum autem, veluti est mos, preceps 
aie liquorat, 
een leotlanum ingens quid oat 
Heron nitidum decus et solamen pis 
Mastiont ao simnl altisonans, spittatque 

See 
Quis de Virginia meruit prestantius un- 

am ? 


Geis be pro ipaicia fonskvis tounge ats 
‘tam 

Speechisque articulisque hominum quis i 
tior ullus, 

Tngeminans penne lickos ot vulnera = 


sina patios (hie) strut Yanni 


Sepia aa my ultro datam et broke his 

‘Mente “ages solidfique, tyranno mi- 
nante, 

Horrisonis (hic) bombis mosnia et alta qua~ 
tente, 109, 

Sese prorspemk (hie) jactans Yankos lickere 

Atque eo “nan invietus non surrendidit 

nam 2 

Ergo ie meddlite, posco, mique relinguite 
(hic) hoe job, = 

Si non — knifumque ¢normem mostrat spit- 
tatque tremendus, 
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few for 
‘an answer to 







HOSEA BIGLOW TO THE 
‘OR OF 


THE ATLANTIC 








You ate — a ess elon finglo- 


An’ yit [love th’ unbighschooled way 
OP farmers hod when I waz younger; 
‘Their talk wuz meatier, an’ ‘ould stay, 
While book-froth seems to whet your 
h % 
For puttin’ in a downright lik 
"twixt Bicbag eyes oe ea 
meteh it, 
An’ then it helves my thoughts ez slick 
Ez stret-grained hickory doos a hetchet. 
Bat when I can’t, I can't, thet ‘s all, i 


For Natur’ won't put up with 
Ides you hev to shove an’ haul 


Like a drav pig ain't wath a mullein: 
Live thoughts ain't sent for; thra all 


rifts 
0" sonse pour an’ resh ye onwards, 
Likp ver wine wetiriyia’ dis 
Feel thet th’ old airth ’s a-wheelin’ sun- 
wards, 











3 22372 SHE Hi 2455 Heh 
a PTE 


a 
i 23 


in fast an’ Ger 


likes it best tu. 


& 


ail 


eat aT fd 





lor 


‘lt 


its 


for brave men, 
saved, a race delivered ! 
Jaacam, April 5, 1866, 
your kiver thet you 
wut 


MONTHLY 


than 


IN MARCH MEETING 


shipwrecked men’s on raf’s f 
fair wages 
_ TO THE EDITOR OF THE ATLANTIC 
pean Stn, — 
‘noticin? 


No, XI 
MR. HOSEA BIGLOW'S SPEECH 


ie 























£ 
i 
j 
E 
H 
oe 
8 
& 


ee 
? x 
i 
in 
ar 
i 
eae 
fe 


i 
safe 
i 
geal 
i 
Hak 


to read as I never read ‘em 
i staited ; 
5 A Pump livel 
ubjick staited ag’in sos to avide all mis- 


: 


a) 


ted ; dielooted up 
Pump agin. Gits back to 
where be sot out. 't seem to thair. 


ag’in so’s 't no one can't find it. 
with an it i bean thet ain't alond to 
say nothin’ in repleye, Gives him a real 


its into Jobnson’s hair, No use tryin’ to 
git into his head. Gives it up. Hex to 
stait his subjick ag’in ; doos it back’ards, 
sideways, cendways, criss-cross, bevellin’, 
noways. Gits finally red onit, Concloods. 
Is more. some xtrax, Sees 

his subjick a-nosin’ round arter him ag’in. 
‘Tries to aride it. Waun't du. Misstates 
it. Can't conjectur’ no other plawsable 
way of staytin’ on it. Tries pump. No 
fx. Finely concloods to conclood. Yeels 
the flore. 


You kin oe an’ punctooate thet as you 
please. I allus do, it kind of puts a noo 
soot of close onto a word, thisere funattick 
spellin’ doos an’ takes em out of the Bee 
en dress they wair in the Dixonary. Ef I 
squeeze the cents out of em it’s the main 
thing, an’ wat they waz made for; wut's 


left 's jest aes 
Hose,” per he; sin iterytor th only 
* sez he, “in ql 
(Me thing is Natur. It’s amazin’ tart 
come at,” sez he, bat onet it it an’ 
‘ye gut everythin’. ‘ut's the sweet~ 
St small on airth ?" sez he. “Noomone 
hay,” sez I, pooty bresk, for he wuz allus 
hankerin’ round fa hayin’: “Nawthin’ of 
the kine,” sex he. “My leetle Haldy’s 





i 
Not er the twolegged gab-machine ’s so 
lent) 
‘aablint one taan to du the talk of twenty ; 
1'm one o’ them thet finds it ruther hard 
‘To mannyfactur’ wisdom by the yard, 
‘An’ maysure off, accordin’ to demand, 
The pi el’kence that 1 keep on 
‘The same ‘ole pattern runnin’ thro an’ 
An’ nothin’ but the customer thet’s new. 
I sometimes think, the furder on I go, 
‘Thet it gits harder to feel sure I know, 
An’ when I've settled my idees, I find 
"twarn't a most in makin’ up my 
mind ; 
"twuz this an’ thet an’ ¢' other thing thet 
done it, 
Sunthin’ in th’ air, I could n° seek nor ehun 
it. 
Mca) sella} geno: quia sre ea 
ion, 
All th? ole ‘lint-locks seems altered to per- 
Whilst Ti eett! cattneg it a bint, 
in 
‘Thet I'm percussion changiot back to "Aint 
‘Wal, ef it’s so, I ain't agoin’ to 
For th’ ole Queen’s-arm hez this 
merit, — 
It gives the mind a hahnsome wedth o” 
‘margin 
‘To kin’ o make its will afore dischargin’ : 
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Sf ony. caikA ont bell ject ‘ond, giaald 
rale,— i 


No man need go an’ make himself a fool, 
Nor jedgment ain’t like mutton, thet can’t 


rekin' tn long ane be tack up ta Tart 
Ee T wus say's’, I hain’t, no. chance. 60 
EeaTNIniiths cousizy denis ws) pools 
Bit I've sodsi’ble o thot sort o head 

het ats to home an’ thinks wat might be 
The sen thot grows ax? werits under 
apie Si sino 


An’ git so care Cotes 
Thott don? vall ite 





Beforehan’ to his rows o' kebbige-heads, 
(BU warn's Demowenes, T guess "t wuz 


FO,) 
Been: Cont to. thot sa! then to this 


(Aeoordis’ ox he thought thet his idees 
Their dif brains 


‘runt ev'riges of "ould 
# An'feex the Parson, “'to hit right, you 


must 
Git used to maysurin’ your hearers fust 
Far, fake my word fa whew alt acon 


The kebbige-hends "Il cair the day et last; 
Th’ ain't ben a meetin’ sence the worl? 


begun 
But they made (raw or biled ones) ten to 
one.” 
T've allus foun’ em, I allow, sence then 
oleh bey for talkin’ tu ez men ; 
They ll i edvice, like other folks, to 


use bt wit outa be holdin’ on ’t tu cheap, 
listen wal, don’ kick up when you 


‘em, 
An’ ef ‘hey ey ve tongust ev sense enough 
: feieiaY no denger we shall Jose 


a 
if when my sappiness gits spry in spring, 
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So's 't tongue itches to run on full 
«i 
I fin’ em =: lanted in March-meetin’, 


um-audience in their 

Aut pied to bear my put’ fu tha 
fence, — 

Comin’, ox "t doos, entirely free "f 


‘This year I made the follerin’ observations 
Extramp’ry, like most other tri'ls o” pa- 


Warm cz a1, 


An’, no rey bein’ sent express 

‘To work their abstrac’s up into » mess 

Ex like th’ oridg’nal ez a woodcut pictur’ 
‘Thet ebokes the life out like a boy-constric- 


L've with "em out, an’ 80 avide all jeal'sies 
"twixt nance o” my own an’ some one’s 
a 


(N.B. Reporters gin’lly git a hint 
is | Ske lf rues cam ve pia 
An} ex Tew & report myself, Iva 
I'll put th’ sopcene they'd ough? 
fo come 


My FELLER KEBSIGE-HEADS, who look so 


Lyow lee 
The world of all its hearers but jest 
‘¢ would Teavo "bout all tha? is wath talln? 


to, 
An’ you, my venvable ol’ frien’s, thot show 
Upon your crowns a sprinklin’o' March 


Exef mila "Time had christened l every sense 

For wisdom’s church 0” second i innocence, 

Nut Age's winter, no, no sech a thing, 

But jest a kin’ o’ slippin'-back o' spring, — 
{[Bev'ril noses blowed.] 

We've gathered hore, on ushle, to decide 

Which as ee Lord’s an’ which is Satan's 


Cox all the gped ex vl tat cau Reppoe 
Tn"long. which “em you oboe 8 
‘appen. 


[rien 0° Thet 'x 0." 
Aprul’s come back ; the swellin’ buds of 


Dim the fur hillsides with a purplish 
smoke 





‘The brooks are loose an’, si to be seen, 
(Like gals,) make all the soft an? 
green ; { 
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[Benmation.) 
in 'em th’ is in steel; 
‘They run your soul thru an’ you never feel, 
ES ee OO you're 

vin’, 
Poor shells o’ men, nut wath the Lord's 
rorgivin’ 
Tell you come bunt ag’in a real live fect, 
An’ go to pieces when you 'd ough’ to ect! 
in’ o’ begnet's wut we ‘re crossin’ 
now, 
An' no man, fit to nevvigate a scow, 
"ould stan’ expectin’ bi ip from Kingdom 


‘ome, 
While t' other side druy their cold iron 
home. 


My frien’s, never gethered from my 
moutl 

No, nut one word ag'in the South ez South, 

Nor th’ ain't a livin’ man, white, brown, 
nor black, 

SUN ae edhe Tala 

Bat all [ ask of Uncle Sam is fast 

To up on door, “ No goods on 

"5 


[Cries o° “ Thet 's the ticket 1") 
Give us cash down in ekle laws for nll, 
‘An’ they ‘ll be snug inside afore nex’ fall, 
Give wut they ask, an’ wo shell hov Janna- 


Wath minus some consid’able an ncre ; 
Give wut they need, an’ we shell git ‘fore 


Jon; 
‘A nation all one piece, rich, pesoofle, strong; 





Bo live, tar sountty se ey ove 


Tot ‘ern stay Soothe, sn’ youva/kapie 


sore 
Ready to fester ez it done afore. 
No mortle man can boast of perfic’ vision, 


heared 
the creek ; 

“They ‘te drivin’ o' their spiles down now,” 
‘Bez 

«To the hard grennit 0” God's fast idee 


reach thet, Democ’ey need n’t fear: 
The ail 08 we can git ” 
Some call ’t insultin’ to ask ary pledge, 


‘An’ say "twill only sct their teeth on edge, 
But folks you've jest licked, fur 'z I ever 


see, 
Are "bout ez mad 's they wal know how to be; 
It's better than the Rebs themselves ex- 


Mfore thay ase ‘Uncle. Sam wilt Bapetnee 
pected; 

Be kind ’s you please, but make 
atthe) fastly 

Soiraen ’s all the kindness thet "I 












Ef treason is a crime, ez some folks say, 

How could we punish it ins milder way 

‘Than sayin’ to ‘om, slookee 

We'll jes’ divide things with ye, sheer 
eer, 


An’ sence both come o' pooty strong-backed 
daddies, 

You take the Darkies, oz we're took the 
Paddies; 


Ign'ant an’ poor we took ’em by the hand, 
Aa? they're the bones an’ sinners o' the 
Lain't o' them thet fancy there ’s a loss on 
Every inves’ment thet don’t start 


‘on; 
But I know this: ourmoney"s: 
In sunthin’, come wat t! 


An’ thet’s the old 
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To make a mana Man an’ ines a 


Es for their 'yalty, dont take a goad tore 
But T do, want (Mook nga 


Byte ea believe thet they ean git 
’n wut they lost, out of our little wit: 
I tell ye wut, I''m ‘fraid we ‘ll drif’ to lee 


"thout we can put more stiffenin’ into 
Seward; 


He seems to think Columby 'd better ect _ 
Like a scared wider with a boy stiff 


necl 

‘Thet stomps an’ swears he wun't come in 
to supper; 

She mus’ set up for him, ex weak ex 
Tupper, 

Keepin’ the Constitootion on to bee) 

‘Tho neighbors tall her he ' g 
cuss 

‘Thet needs a hidin’ ’fore he comes to wus; 

“No,” sez Mn Seward, “‘he 's ez good 'z 
the best, 


All he wants now is sugar-plums an’ rest;"" 
“He sarsed my Pa,” sez one; “He stoned 


Another eds, “Oh wal, ‘twus jes’ his 
“He tied to shoot our Uncle Samwell 


eT wae iy ts in’ a noo gun he hed.” 
“ Wal, all we ask’s to hev it understood 
You'll take his gun away from him for 


We dost, wal, nat exao'ly, liko his play, 
Seein’ he allus kin’ o' "shoots our way. 
Yeu kill r fatted calves to no good 


*ehont his fast, sayin’, ‘Mother, I hey 
sinned 
felt nat pee 


thet the slickest 


‘ould & allow thet he ’s our on’y man, 
ay ae fit thru all thet drefiie: war 
lea” for his a lory an’ eclor; 
“Nobody ain't a Union Tan,” ses he, 
@ agrees, thru thick an’ thin, with 


Warn't | ‘Andrew Jackson's 'nitials jes" like 


mine ? 
An’ ain't th thet sunthin like a right divine 


‘To cut up ez kentenkerous ez 
An’ treat your Con Caen Ha ooh oF 


Te asd ES ee 
now wuz techin’ bank or 


re 
Bat I conclude, they ve "bout made up 


This ain’t the ‘fittest time to go it bli’, 
Nor these ain't meters thet with pol'tios 


But goes ea down amongst the roots o” 
Coz ey talked o’ whitewashin’ one 
They wun’t let four years’ war be throwed 


“Lot the South hev her rights?" ‘They 
say, “Thet’s you! 
a nut greb hold of other Gree tu.” 
‘ho owns this country, is it they or Andy 
Tease 2 cult bo bis tie eopliitead 


Tad heme senior pardner, ef hie 's 50 
But let thom kiee 2 smuggle in es Co; 


(Laughter.) 
Did he diskiver it ? Consid’ble numbers 
‘Think thet the job wnz taken by Columbus, 
Did he set tu an’ make it wut it is ? 
Ef so, I guess the One-~Man-power hez riz. 
Did oe ex thra the rebl clear the 


oon nses out of his own: it? 
Bf the‘ th bse, hen every 
Is hey him come an’ pay my ennooal 
{Profoun’ sensation.) 
Was ’t oe ‘thot shon’dered ‘a them million 
guns ? 
Die ses all the fathers, brothers, sons ? 
ere pop'lar gov'ment thet we run 
’ of sulky, made to kerry one ? 
Ae is the country goin’ to knuckle down 
To hey Smith sort their letters ’stid o” 
Brown? 
Who — = "Nited States 'fore Richmon” 


Wnuz a Soh needfle their full name to 


‘Who cares for the Resolves of ’61, 
Thet tried to coax an sirthqualke 


Hex actly sothin? taken place sence then 


with a 





282 


THE BIGLOW PAPERS 





Se ieee feots like 

Ain't th the rue pint 2 Did the Rebs 

Ef Ey otal a thet wo'‘her n't 

War n't two sides ? an! don’t it stend 
to reason 

‘Thet this weck's "Nited States ain’t Ins’ 
week's treason ? 

When all these sums is done, with nothin’ 

An’ nat afore, this school "l be dismissed. 

I knowed ez wal ez though I'd seen 't with 

Thet en the war waz over copper 'd 


ya gi re Sleep a car bots 
"t peor net) esas whole skin to 


"t would take about a generation 
Tough ould tb a tation, 


"twould be our Pres'dunt et outa drive 


a wedge in 
To keep the split from closin’ ef it could, 
An’ healin’ Baan new wholesome 
For ek no chance o” healin’ while they 


‘Thot law an’ goy’ment ’s 
I mus’ confess I thank him 
‘The curus way in which the States are sov- 


anal quite enough so to rebel, 
= when they fin’ it’s Feel raise non 
‘groan from Deac'n G.} 
, then, for jes’ pe same superl’tive 


reason, 
Be me to be tetched 
for treason; 


eee go out, but ef they somehow du, 
sovereignty don’t noways go out tu; 
‘The State goos out, the sovereignty don’t 


Bat stays to keep the door ajar for her. 
He secession never took ‘em out, 
An’ mebby he's corree', but I misdoubt; 
pee tees sara’ out then why, ’n the name 


Make all this row "bout lettin’ of *em in ? 
In law, p'r'aps nut; but there 's n diffar- 


ence, a 
Betwixt your mother-n-law an’ real mother, 
(Derisive cheers] 


only prntar'sink; | So 





An’ I, for one, shall wish they ’d all ben 


"2 U.S. reg’lar comers. 
i Oy fates Vaan ‘we wriggle 
Tato pettyfoggin’ track, 


Clean for the eyph’rin’ of oe 


Ex for dependin’ on their oaths an’ 
pesto oni ata et 


1 beased sabia ene Broce One ‘Starns, 
‘That eae slick ex seatha do 


Onct on a time the wolves hed certing 
aif wera all 
An’, bein’ cousins 0” the di 

Their turns et watchin’, Leecteee 
But somehow, when the dogs hed gut 


eet mutton beat their love o” 


ts 
Thy dic ost much by the dea- 
Nor prencin did» cow "em, nut to speak 
Fit they swore Ue they 'd go out an’ 


Aw’ hor t ae 20 6 ae Se 
Then do; V’ shey hard 
gs an’ shepherds, after 
[Groan from Deac’n @.) 
oe an’ give “em # tormented Iam- 
‘An! ees, Yo abatn't go-onty tha 


rot ye, 
To keep us yt? half ont 
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Thet sheered their cousins’ tastes au’ 
shecred the aheep; 
Thay 265 Bei et om owen ight 


An’, A of they backslide, let "em swear 
Jes’ let "em pat on shoep - - skins whil 
ry "re swearin’ 
To ask for more ‘ould be beyond all bear- 
in’.” 
Be gin'rous for yourselves, where you "re 
‘Thet ’s the Dost prectice,” sez a shepherd 
3 
Be for their oaths they wan't be wath a 
button, 
Long "z you don't cure ‘em o” their taste 
for matton; 
‘Th’ ain't but one solid way, howe'er you 


zzler 
‘Tell they ‘re convarted, let ‘em wear a 


muzzle,” [Cries of “Bally for you!) 


I’ve noticed thet each half-baked scheme’s 
abetters 
Are in the hebbit o” producin’ letters 


Writ by all sorts o' never-heared-on fel- 


"bout ez ori 


"nal ex the wind in bellers; 
Teton 


tu, it’s the quack med’cine 
(Aw! nbeds) the srettont heaps o stiffykits 


jew goes out.) 
nye sence I lef” off crea! ‘on all fours, 
Thain’t ast no man to endorse my course; 
‘Tt 's full ez cheap to be your own endorser, 
An’ ef I ee ese mE I'll fin’ the 


Bat Pvesome letters here from ¢ other side, 
‘An thems the sort thet helps me to decide; 
Tell mo for wut the coppor-compaies 


Ast 1 you jet wher it's safe t 
(Ofsint bien} 

Fus'ly the Hon'ble 22 O, Sawin writes 

Thet for peta spell he could n’t sleep 0” 

Puzalin? which side waz preudentest to pin 

to, 
Which fate io ae tomestesty whieh the 
Et fut te Saea *y would ightaideay 
his pan 
‘To come out ex a ‘ri 
“ But now,” he sez, “ 


‘nal Union man, 
ain’t nat quite so 





‘The winnin’ horse is goin’ to be Secesh; 
You las’ spring, hev cas'ly walked 


- the course, 
"fore we contrived to doctor th’ Union 
* 
Now we're the ones to walk aroun’ the 
nex’ 3 
Jest you take hol’ an’ read the follerin’ ox- 


Out of a letter I received last week 
a ole frien’ thet never sprung a 


A Notts 
Born oj 
tu,’ 


“These four years past it hez ben 
ANG pay whieh ie a feller went Tors 

Guid roads muddy ’n’ rough, 
An’ nothin’ duin’ wut "t wax mmeant for; 
Pickots a-firin’ loft an’ right, 

Both sides a lottin' rip et sight, — 

Life warn’t wath hardly payin’ rent for. 


“Columby gut her back up so, 

Tt warn’t no use actryin’ to stop her, — 
War's emptin’s riled her very ough 
An’ made it rise an’ act imp 

°T wuz full ez much ez I con} ae 
To jes’ Iny low an’ worry thru, 
'Thout hevin’ to sell out my copper. 


“ Mfore the war your mod’rit men 
Could set an’ sun "em on the fences, 
Cyph'rin’ the chances up, an’ then 
eee of hia sa bes” ee ‘expenses; 


m'erat o? th’ ole Jarsey blue, 
an’ copper-fastened 


iat iaraly pateys aye 
I ’grocd with Paley’s Evidences. 
(Groan from Deac'n G.) 


“ Ask Mac ef tryin’ to set the fence 
Warn't in! ri no a rail on "ty 


An’ tryin’ aie think thet, on the ie 

You kin’ o’ quasi own your so 

When Belment 's gut x bill male on 8? 
[Three cheers for Grant and Sherman. 


—— I sposed thet folks ’ould 
"ties done ag'in by proxy 


Gre their noo loves the bag an” Hin atrike 
trade with their reg’lar doxy; 











I fin 
An’ "* vote all right, 
‘Though they ain fewatalties 


Wut in bein’ white, onless 


Ain't safe onless we stop th’ emission 

0’ these noo notes, whose specie base 

Is human natur’, “thout no trace 

(0° shape, nor color, nor condition. 
{(Continood spplause.] 


“So fur I'd writ an’ could n’ jedge 
Aboard wut boat I'd best take ige, 
‘My brains all mincement, ‘thout no edge 
Upon "em more than tu a sessige, 

But now it seems ez though I see 
Sunthin’ resemblin’ an idee, 

Sence Johnson's speech an’ veto message. 


“T like the speech best, I confess, 

The logic, preudence, an’ good taste on 't, 

An’ it’s so mad, I ruther guess 

‘There ’s some dependence to be placed on’ t; 
Caughter.) 

Tt's narrer, but 'twixt ‘an’ me, 

Ont o' the allies o” J. 

A temp'ry party can be based on ’t. 





o woo! 
An’ larn ‘em wut a p'lit'cle shave is ! 
“ Oh, did it seem "z ef Providunce 


oh il ‘Thet ’s wut we shall 


B squirtguns on the burnin’ Pit; 
Bove a never comes when it du 


To settle, once for all, thet men wnz men? 
Oh, airth’s sweet cup snetched from us 


barely tasted, 
The grave's real chill is feelin’ life wuz 
; ig-lingerin’ et the door, 
ce) we lef’, long-lit in’ et 
eats best, coz we loved Her the 
more, 
Thet Death, not had conquered, we 
should feel” 
Ef she upon our memory turned her heel, 
‘An’ unregretful throwed us all away 
‘To finunt it in a Blind Man’s Holiday 1” 
My frien’s, I’ve talked nigh on to long 
enough, 
I hain’t no call to bore ye coz ye*re 5 
My lungs are sound, an’ our own 
Our ears, but even kebbige-heads hez 
rights, 


It’s the las’ time thet I shell e’er address ye, 
But you'll soon fin’ some new 
bless ye ! 
‘[Tunult’ous applanse and cries of Go: 
stop 1") 








— 


TO CHARLES ELIOT NORTON 


—— 
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UNDER THE WILLOWS AND OTHER POEMS 


“Tae Wintows," as was pointed out in the 
introductory note to An In ‘Summer 
erie, was a clump of trees not far from 

Lowell took # peculiar 


The Snide Tovalinael regarding 
Bus fitls of the volume tuxy bo learned frome 
the follo 


wing letter to C. E Norton, dated 


taken longer than I |. have been 
by many small troubles, But last 
TO CHARLES ELIOT NORTON 
AGRO DOLCE 


As of old, in their moody, minor key, 

IAs ut Of the past the Loarso wind blows, 

As I sit in my arm-chair, and tonst my toes. 
o nine-and-forty,"’ they seem to 


thing. 
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With great thing always to come, — who 


hickory lasts you can toast 
toes. wee 
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UNDER THE WILLOWS AND OTHER POEMS 


« = blown 
O dream. 1 where are they | Pipe tereugh hy tel wat la 


Your ged three-deckers, deep - chested 
Bas rasa deemed ae 


Gia) wont ah last by the Rontarate Tales? 
‘There 's gray in your beard, the years turn 


While you muse in arm-chair, and 
astsoar toes 


Tsit and dream that I hear, as of yore, 
My paved chimneys’ deep - 


HE mosh be gone, there is much remains ; 
By the ember of los count my ui, 
‘ou and yours with the best, till the old 
Min the fascifnl fame, ax T:tosat xy toed: 
Instead of a fleet of broad-browed ships, 
‘To send a child’s armada of chips! 
Instead of the great guns, tier on tier, 
A freight (of (pebbles and grass-blndes 
“Well, ma = more love with the less gift 


I growl, as, half moody, I toast my toes. 


UNDER THE WILLOWS 
FRANK-HEARTED hostess of the field and 
wood, 


Gypsy, whose roof is every ling tree, 
Tune a the pearl of our ey Engtand 


Still aerial thon, a 
a rate igh aot at Soe 


wait, 

Makes many a foint, peeps forth, draws 
coyly back, 

‘Then, from some southern ambush in the 

With one g sh of blossom storms the 
al ge z 


‘A week ago the sparrow was divino; 
bluebird, abetting’ ha light load of 


song 
From post to post along the cheerless 


ries el series ery tbe: Font onemns 
But now, ob rapture ! sunshine winged and 





his soft droves of 
Gl woods, skies, wae ceed 


‘The boboliak as come, and, like the soul 
Of the sweet season vocal in a bird, 


is a pious fraud of the almanac, 
resp ea ee 
Shaped out of breathed with 
eastern 
Orit, Secsonbtont ah trast Sos gaeet 
ph else weer 
Rena tr ;, steal into the sun, 
peviadyjalie’ fh ‘bot turn his hour-glass 


"wand, 
iN Saw 
Hor budding breasts and wan distustred 
With frosty streaks and drifts of his white 
All overblown. Then, warmly walled with 
While my wood-fire supplies the sun's de- 


ty 
hee ring old forest-sagas in its dreams, 
tam May down from the happy 
shel 


Where pereh the world’s zare oni aia 


Waiting fay choles to n with fall breast, 
And veg an of epcinigtiniog sata de- 


Indoors by vernal Chaucer, whose fresh 
woods 


Throb thick with merle and mavis all the 
year. 


July breathes hot, sallows the erispy fields, 
Curls up the wan leaves of the eaten 
And every ove choats us with show of 

‘That braze the horizon’s western rim, or 
Mote with heaped canvas drooping: 


Like a oy fleet by starvin; cl aan 
Conjectured ale dat balf eae 


Helpless of wind, ont hee 
per emy ees a 












HE 


HI 


me 


a bough to help his housekeep- 
‘Twitshes and scouts by turns, blessing his 
‘Yet fearing me who laid it in his wa 
Eorie trices than wiser we in our affairs, 
 Divines the providence that hides and helps. 
Heave, ho! he whistles us 
Blackone it hold; once more, now! and a 
Ped itens aaron he elight tothe elm 
i jis mate dangles at her’ cup of 
for all his is the thread; he trails 
My ight with it along the 
“And I must follow, would I ever find 
‘The inward rhyme to all this 






ERAGE ow roen trace their ancestry, 
0 ape or Adam: let them please their 


But I in June am midway to believe 


UNDER THE WILLOWS 









Within bls tent as if I-were bird, 
Or other free companion of the 
to 


m one, an ancient willow, 
limbs, springing at once all 
His deep-ridged trank with upward slant 
diverse, 
Tn outline like enormons beaker, fit 
For hand of Jotun, where mid snow and 


mist 
He holds unwieldy revel. This tree, 
Teno aot mint rane, cn the 


2 SS Rew ices ese lingers yet 
peice 


foes, 
Is one of six, a willow Pleiades, 
‘The seventh fallen, that lean along the 
in! 
Where the steep upland dips into the marsh, 
Their roots, like molten metal cooled in 


flowing, 
meee Ee coils and runnels down the 
‘The friend of all the winds, wide-armed he 
towers: 
And glints his steel lets in the sun, 
Or wi a eeate ie oeies bloom 
aera lifted, much as when a 
Of devions minnows wheel from where a 
Lurks ‘neath the lily-pads, and 
whirl 


A rood of silver bellies to the day. 
Alas! no acorn from the British oak 











Vist eoviled somud every tome ond wee 
Sad 
Ticee dave be come to wuich and kay 


lore 
AD hacestedae — 
lint fr fet ye 













a . 7 f 
Hippled wih wesiers' Cindy, te dusty 
Seeing the tr 


the treeless causey burn 
Halts to unroll his bundle of 


,, divinel, 
His equal now, ee eee 
Some secret league with wild wood-wander- 


inj 5. 
He is our Dake, our barefoot Earl, 


erence exonerate from toil, 
fies rent from us his tenants all, 
And serves the state by merely being. 





In fence with others, 
oa talk. 
knife, string 
it in | From here Wharf i 
“ 3 





And play af Whot’s my hought lie? while 
a 


Brdaked on by Eajtly ut of Tooele o 

e 
(aka hgh te swig tod absat co pec 
Or, from the willow's armory equipped 
With musket dumb, green banner, edge- 


’Gainst eager British storming from below, 
And keop alive the tale of Bunker's Hill. " 


Here, too, the men that mend our village 
Vexing acadan’s ghost with poundetl 
(Ties sovninng take § sonal wolay tally 


3] 
On horses and their ills; and, as John Bull 
nelle 6k Lean aa oe ee 


friend, 
So these make boast of intimacies long 
With famous teams, and add large esti- 


mates, 

By ean swelled from mouth to 
mout 

Of how much they could draw, till one, ill 
leased 


‘To have his logend averbid, retoris 
“You take and stretch truck-horses in « 












To have lost the art that dyed those glori- 
‘ous panes, F = 
Rich with memorial shapes of saint and 





With the mere dregs and rinsings of the 





& Seas rer eee si 
as of mi ic. 
T pia 5p he Ee 
fing out poison as the first men did 
By tasting and then suffering, if I must. 
Soe my bush burns, and sometimes 
it 
A leafless wilding shivering by the wall; 
But I have known when winter barberries 


DARA 


nie it matters not, 0) walls: 
Tap“ 


[And, like its antitype, the ray diving 
However finding entrance, perfect 
Repeats the image unimpaired of God, 


We, who by shipwreck only find the shores 
Of divine senior can ny ioe bee oe 
Can but exalt to feel beneath our fee 

That Long stretched vainly down the "Field- 
iTt ahbet cot eustonanes of wold east 
Inland afar wo see what temples gleam 
RO immemorial stems 


And we constr shining slapes ther- 


Yet fora sez wo lve to wane 
Among, the shells and seaweed of tho 


‘So mused I once within my willow-tent 
One bre June Sree alia the bluff 


BMaR teak end entitng 


Tha ie ts bitter a our neighbors’ 


the great cup of heaven with 
penn cheer 
And roared a lusty stave; the sliding 
Blue tovard the wet, and bluse and more 
Living and lustrous as a woman’s eyes 


Rack scen aod ook no more, with south- 
curve 


ering since like Helen’s hair 
Giimpeed ia lysium, insubstantial gold; 
From blossom-clouded orchards, far away 
ee Pavan Hokies the deep meadows 
With titdiow pulse of light and 
Against cH bases of the southern hills, 
le here and thero a drowsy island rick 
Slept and, ite shadow slept; the wooden 
‘hundred and then was silent; on the 
‘The sun-warped shingles rippled with the 
eat; 
Sammer on field and hill, in heart and 


All life washed clean in this high tide of 
June. 





DARA 


ae ping dent Senet 
‘Wilted with harem-heats, and all the 
‘That snuff decay ‘em 
Tn, with aur 
Dara arose, a shepherd of the hills. 


He who had governed fleecy subjects well 
Made his pees village ia the selfsame 


spell 
Secure and led fold; 
Eoeaper meal my ate 


Under his 


tod tlt and justi 
Order |, and faith and justice old, 


Now when it fortuned that a king more wise 
Endoed th the pais with brain and hands 


He sug‘ every side men brave and 


Ho he rele the mould of ler days 
To Dara gavo a satrapy in trust, 


So Dara shepherded a province wide, 
Nor bia’ qicanap'c mepacny COE] 


pride 
‘Than ik his crook before ; but envy finds 
More food in cities than on mountains 


sd ur haat nox of satan aes ae 
Bods pionous fogs in low and marish 
Soon it was hissed into the royal ear, 

‘That, eek ee Dara’s provinee, year 
Like a ‘sponge, sucked wealth and 
Yet, when hy cruotsad ¥ ot tha etait 
anes drops, more rich than all the 
Went to os filling of his private cup. 

For proof, they said, that, wheresoe’er he 
A shshinath wwe weight the camel 














Not Dara ; ata 's blue roof 
He stood, and “O adi ah behold the 


‘That I was faithfal to my trust,” he said. 


“To govern men, lo all the spell I had! 

‘My soul in these rude vestments ever clad 
Still to the unstained pee} kept ‘true and leal, 
Still on these plains breathe her 


mountain air, 
And fortuno’s heaviest gifts serenely bear, 
Which bend men from their trath and 
make them reel. 
“For sae wiaely I should have small 
Were I not lord of simple Dara still; 
‘That scoptro kept, I could not my 
Bbsshige dew liroyal eyes grew round nad 
And ined the throbbing lids; before 
"twas nig) 


THE FIRST SNOW-FALL 
Ono of the “ earlicr verses" sont to the Anti- 


Standard. SS enarond 
dated , December 22, 1849, 


inv 











I stood and watched by the 
‘The noiscless work of the sky, 


I of a mound in sweet Auburn 
Hay ths fakes ere flding i petty, 
were foldin, 
‘As did robins the babes ts the wood: 
Up spoke our own little Mabel, 
‘ing, “ Father, who makes it snow ?” 
And of the good All-father 
‘Who cares for us here below. 


in I looked at the snow-fall, 
‘And thought of the leaden sky 


‘That ‘o'er our first great sorrow, 
‘When that mound was heaped so high. 


T remembered the 
That 


And again to the ebild I wi 
“The snow that hasheth 
Darling, the merciful Father 
‘Alone can make it fall!” 


‘Then, with eyes that saw not, I kissed her; 
Kissing 


And aes back, soe not know 
th te war etourio rie 
Folded sles under deepentog ance 























THE SINGING LEAVES 





Only there eee from the pine-tops 
THE SINGING LEAVES fyb 


A BALLAD 
1 
“en will ye that I bring?” 
‘Said the King to hia daughters three; 

fae terVanhy Pais ace 
— 
ten up and spake the eldest daughter, 


and grand: 
4 ‘Is and diamonds 
eg atti ad 


And a gold comb for my head.” 


‘Then came the turn of the least daughter, 
‘That was whiter than thistle-down, 


‘Then the brow of the King swelled crimson 
With a flush of angry scorn: 
ao ares spelen, my ive eldest, 


And chosen as ye were 


ice. of 
pp alag. Cos sheaves” 
Te apes lee teal mother in her face, 
‘And said, “Thou shalt have thy leaves.” 
" 
‘He mounted and rode three days and nights 
‘Till he came to Vanity Fair, 
And ’t was easy to buy the goms and the 


Bat no Singing Leaves were there. 


‘Then deep in the greenwood rode he, 
tania cd ofoey cree 
“Oinityou have ever a i. Bioging Leaf, 
I pray you give it me!” 


But the trees all kept their counsel, 
never # Wo! 


said they, 








‘seas far away, 


the aspen. 
‘That fell ever fasteh cal ton” 
‘Then faltared to sllenee agait. 


“Oh, where shall I find sind ot 
That ‘That would win ‘win both Bose and 


OR dae alll eae 
“Now give you this to the Princess Anne, 
ging Leaves are therein.”” 
mr 
As the King rode in at his castle-gate, 
CA sain age ea 
Sn ens) father!” ah she laughed and 


Togethen the Princo Amos 
“Lo, here the Singing Leaves,” quoth he, 
‘And wos, but they eost mo dear!” 
She took the t, and the smile 
Deepened down bencath the tear. 
UOT ees Caaaaies eect it reached her heart, — 
then ‘ 


datligand ber eae ee tae 
Transfigures the summer rain. 


See when it was opened, 
ae Walter the page, 
an ng 


song sng soa hy wiiow 









And the second Leaf : “Bat in the 
land ree 


And the third Leaf sang, "Be mine! Be 
‘And aver it sang, “Bé mine!” 


‘Then sweeter it sang and ever sweeter, 
And said, “I am thine, thine, thine!” 


At the third, 't was as if a 
With a rose’s red heart's 


SEAWEED 
Nor always unimpeded can I 
=. Sey 
lose! 
‘And all the mint and sal 


‘and anise that I 
bt pai ed 
Shall I less patience have than Thou, who 


That Thou revisit’st all who wait for thee, 
_ Nor seivonits the unsounded deeps be- 


But dost refresh with punctual overflow 
‘The rifts where unregarded mosses be ? 


The seaweed hears, in night 

Far and more far the wave's receding 
shocks, 

See Se nt 
mi 

That the pale shepherdess will keep her 

And shoreward lead again her foam-fleeced 
flocks. 
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For the same ware that rine the | 

Ge hering soe to glaaiea oti 
Lorn weeds bound fast on rocks of Labra- 
By love divine on one sweet errand rolled. 
‘And, Ghongh Thy healing: wetons ae tici 
uel 
Sure that the parting grace my morning 
Abides its time to come in search of me, 





THE FINDING OF THE LYRE | 






























Brought we but eyes like 
Jn thee what soogy should waken 
NEW-YEAR'S EVE, 1850 
‘Tas iy the, midnight of the centaryy— 
‘Throngh aisle and arch of Godminster have 
‘Twelve throbs that tolled the zenith of the 


And mornward now the starry hands move 
on; 
“ Mornward !” the angelic watchers 
ee a 
1o man can 
The hand upon the diate 
‘Night is the dark stem of the lily Day.” 
If we, who watched in here below, 
‘streaks, mit of morn, our 
When volcan glares set all the east 
ataxp aot 4 that we col 
ing 2 rig vie Gs 
And though no man nor nation 
Wn move wih ful sonsent 
wenly gravitation, 

Beeb bp cine San fa every orbit bent 
FOR AN AUTOGRAPH 

‘TuwovuGs old the thought and oft exprest, 
"T is his at last who says it best, — 
I'll try my fortune with the rest, 
Life is a leaf of yhite 
Whereon cach one of us may write 


His word or two, and then comes night. 
ee oe oes 
beteirie ans ic 1" 80 we y 
eres ccm tos: edere, endl dies 
‘Mase not which the pen to hold, 
‘Luck hates tho slow and foves the bold, 
_ Soon come the darkness and the cold, 
¢ in | though thou have time 
thy oe ae satan 
ure, but low aim, is 
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O unestrangéd birds and bees ! 
© face of Nata 







With lance reversod, and challenge pesce, 
‘A. Willing tonver! of the trese. 


Fe tiltrgrmeatt ee 
cal from 

IisAfoolid Satis bageiay else” 
‘The ing weeds 


tater 
Nor had the wit to wreck 
On this enchanted island's 


Yet, a8 sometimes the 
SETS 
ins] or 
Of the Hternal and Divine, 
Torn from the consecration 
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And died, we know not how 
The shadows deepened, and I turned 
Sree eggs 
ss 
heals and ented 


wilds, with labor long, 
The highways of our daily it? 
Who reared those towers of 


Each 

What 

To make i posable that thou 
Shouldst here with brother sinners bow. 
‘Thoughts that great hearts once broke for, 


we 
Breathe cheaply in the common air; 
Tie danse iepla hosliees aa 
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gett lkah Seagal se 
Shall slently be drained to you I 


WITHOUT AND WITHIN 


€ 
i 
i 


; 


Fiattening his nove the 
He envies me liant lot, 
Breathes on his aching fists in vain, 
‘And dooms me to a place more 
‘He sees me in to 
GMiedttsn wonder ty my de, 
Bare arms, bare lers, and a row 
Of flounces, for the door too wide. 
He thinks how happy i 
"Neath its whi 





a 


ae 


i 


ef 





I him the prance 

ihe dcop ory lay eae ee 
The be we of dreary forms. 
Oh, could he have my share of din, 
And I his quiet !— past a doubt 

"T would still be one man bored within, 
And just another bored without. 


Ng ieee a 
Traces the i 
Think me 


GODMINSTER CHIMES 


WRITTEN IN AID OF A CHIME OF BELLS 
FOR CHRIST CHURCH, CAMBRIDGE 


2 Is it Faney’s play ? 
ie play 


's own . 
Peed relbaitia ples, 
eee ai 's East is there, 
Agos one great minster seem, 
‘That throbs with praise and prayer. 


And all the way from Calvary down 
pavement shows 
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When all shall say My Brother here, 
‘And hear My Son in heaven ! 
THE PARTING OF THE WAYS 


Wao hath not been a poet ? Who hath not, 
With life's new quiver full of wingtd 


years, 

Shot at a venture, and then, fi on, 

Stood doubtful at the Parting of the Ways’? 

‘There once I stood in dream, and os I 

Looking this way and that, came forth 
to me 

‘The fi of a woman veiled, that sai 

a My ham is Dey, turn and fellow me” 

Something there was that chilled me in 
her voice; 

I felt Youth’s hand grow slack and cold in 


mail 

Ratt to be withdrawn, aad Dexclsineds 

“Oh, leave the hot wild heart within my 
breast 


t 
comes soon enough, too soon comes 
Deas 








arms 
More 
‘And all before er stepa en inflnenselientt 
Rese South that opens 
‘And swells the loggard sails of Northern 


“Tam 


So oroie went together; downward. 
Te patrongh yellow mead, or so X 


aceon 


From the heaped cloud its rain, loosened 


my sense: 
“Save mo!" it thrilled; “oh, hide met 
there is Death t 


Death the divider, the 
That ah Titals cntee (oe 


ets. | 


THE PARTING OF THE WAYS 





covers: in the cold ground; 
Ret rn Berge Sed Foe 
Let him not see me hide me in thy 


Pisces seve 14 clasp her, but my arms 
“Los = crumbling down, 


BiieaNrel Ct iy sat, at iny' oat 
ET a tet followed 
See eeanas eee Ne, a 

abrupt, and hard to find; 
Yet ihelfeyretgy eG 
aaa es lies Youth, and Wisdom, and 
Roomy By nari Wisdom comes 
And climbin, to diviner Youth; 
What the ‘world teaches profits to the 


ts to the soul, 


worl 
What the soul teaches 
Which then first stands erect with God- 


ear, 
‘And looks and listens with her finer sense; 
Nor Trath nor Knowledge cometh from 
without.” 


weary days I stood 
And And we at ef eae of Ways 
Again the figure of a woman vei 
Stood forth and beckoned, and I followed 


now: 
Down to no Pere of roses led the path, 
But through the streets of towns where 


‘woo! 
Not for taal; — or through the fields it 
Where Hunger reaped the unattainable 


Where idleness enforced saw idle lands, 
Leagues of unpeopled soil, the common 


earth, 
Walled round with paper against God and 
“I cannot look,” I “at onl: 
; groaned, ly 





“Men follow Duty, never 

Duty nor lifta her-veil nor looks Vehind.” 
But, us she spake, a loosened lock of hair 
CBee ee ee eee 


Tote and thir eee ld 
Not that dail metal dug from aa esd 
Fal makes tice acai oe 

Leaves heaped on bays and capes of island 


lou 
“0 Guide divine,” I prayed, “although not 
I re] the virtue which I feel 
peor erproioentt of untuned things and 


foul 
With draughts of Beauty, yet declare how 
soon!” 


“ Faithless and faint of heart,” the voice 
retu 
onhas veett ‘no beauty save thou make it 


iia rag tg geet henale 
sees tl brs ket 


Wait time that angel comes who opens 
The reconciler, he who lifts the veil, 
‘The reuniter, the rest-bringer, Death.” 


T waited, and methought he came; but 
ow, 

Or in what shape, I doubted, for no si 

By ‘touche marke gee. ae he 


Only T knew a lily that I held 
Snapt short below the head and shrivelled 


up; 
Then turned my Guide and looked at me 
unveiled, 
And T bebeld no face of matron stern, 
But that enchantment I had followed erst, 


Only more fair, more clear to eye and brain, 
Heightenel and chastened Lye canto 


She sal ‘nd “Which is fairer,” said 


her eyes, 
“ The hag’s unreal Florimel or mine ?” 











iy 

And builded, with roofs of gold, 

My benutital castles in Spain’! 
Since then I have toiled day and night, 
Thave and power 
But I'd give al my Inanpe of slver bright 
For the one that is mine no more; 
‘Take, Fortune, whatever you choose, 
ee ese en 

ve woul me 

For Lown to more castles in Spain 


AN INVITATION 


To j[onN] F[RANCIS] B[EATH] 
Nine y« r have slipt like hour-glass sand 
a ee ee Pe 


And stood upon the i: ‘ished land, 
Watching the steamer the bay. 


T held the token which you gave, 
While slowly the smoke-pennon curled 
Over the vague rim ‘tween sky and wave, 
And shut the distance like a grave, 
Leaving me in the colder A 


‘The old, worn world of hurry and heat, 
‘The young, freah ‘world of, thought ‘and 


While you where beckoning billows fleet 
Climb far sky-beaches still and sweet, 
wavering down the ocean-slope, 


‘You sought the new world in the old, 
I found the old world in the new, 
‘All that our human hearts ean hold, 
‘The inward world of deathless mould, 
‘The same that Father Adam knew. 


He needs no ship to cross the tide, 
Who, in the lives about him, sees 
Fair window-prospects opening wide 
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O’er his "s flelds on every 
To Ind lesereh pe Epi 


Rte eee 

‘er shaped world to weal 

Whaler cnated eed ea 
not in vain, 


i 
i 
i 


iF 
ia 
Hf 
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tH 
HA 


rf 
if 
i 
i 


books; 
becl 


wade, 
Charles his steel-blue sickle crooks. 


rd 
I 
i 
E 
i 


? 


if 
zF 
[ 
i 


it rae of orchard-trees arow, 
ces of rye that wave and flow, 
snowy whiteweed’s summer drift, 


rer 


With flickeris ires pe domes of 

And vapory SE that crowd and pla 
Into the sunset’s Golden Horn. 

There, a8 the flaming oecident 


1 
Nig piled o'erhead aoa 


Where a twin sky but just before 
Deey and double swallows skimmed, 
And from a visionary shore 

Hung visioned trees, that more and more. 
Grew dusk as those above were dimmed. 


‘Then eastward we slowly grow: 
Cl 0 tines of rool and apie 


lear-odged the lines of 














As upon Adam. like blood, 
*Tween him and Eden's happy wood, 
Glared the commissioned angel’s shield. 
Or let us seck the seaside, there 

To wander idly as we list, 


inst the beach’s ww zone 
Seeeefest sears soerecta 


And, a8 we watch those canvas towers 
‘That lean along the horizon's rim, 
“Sail on,” [lL af coy? sunniest hours 


from land of ours, 
Bee ctic ee teas ant at” 


i 


back! Not ours the Old World's 


World’s ill, thank God, not ours ; 
far better understood, 

enforce our native mood, 
challenge all our manlier powers. 


to me the place of birth 


PEE 
oe 


i 


7F 
z 
i 
i 
: 
i 








Why Nature made the 
(Those dreams of wings that float and 


At noon the slnmberons poppies aver, 
Was scuetilig Rildinctesetratae ape 


Fl copes epoch rash seca bere 
Bright as a thoray cactus-blosom, 
Tien baleoctip oy 
bari 
iry whit it duty 
: from the otber took its beet 


So great as in the Nomades. 
Scythians, with Nature not at strife, 


ight Arabs of lex 
Tey talld ns houses rleat no alls 
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SELF-STUDY 


A presence both by night and day, 
‘That made my life seem just began, 
Yet scarce a presence, rather 
‘The warning aureole of one. 
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“Si have found me ont, I go; 
ot rior mat nd ae 
tent his happiness to know, 
Nor strive its secret to unwind.” 


PICTURES FROM APPLEDORE 





th started by W. J, Stillman, 
jesredore Galery, whish 

in the foll ‘poem 

title. Tn the first portion to 


man, ho wrote 
ie aay 
the great Smith, and once named 
Bana abe ses 








1 
Ea pnah este 
‘Tumbled about ‘and 
With rift and chasms and ac 
J8g , 
‘That wait and growl for a ship to be 
No island, but rather the skeleton 
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you can hear them snort and spout 
‘With pauses between, as if they were listen- 


Then tumult anon when the surf breaks 


listening 
Se asksecs where they, wallow about. 
1 
All this you would scarcely comprehend 
ait ccigse the isle cave. sonny cay) 
ith le enough in its way, — 
rocky bulges, one at each end, 
asmaller and a hollow between; 








And on the whole island never a tree 


A common island, you will 
a SES lind 


Up to hij rock of th 
Bod shore Slows fre litle veto, 
And with gentle approaches it grows sub- 


Boa ree a 
in babblin its ol A 
Bhs Rites Ee comnctret eel ba 
From the harriers of scenery, 


bay 
Monthing and mumbling the dying day. 


tomer eeny. to be cast 
Face to face with one’s Self at last, 
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obo taken ou of the fos and tie, 
The 


street, 
Se ap eno 
Where thal i best which the most fools 


And piaated em ‘on one’s oe oe feet 

to the great wari heart of God, 
Tonnes seem to feel it beat 
Down from the sunshine and up from the 


sod; 

‘To bo compelled, as it were, to notice 

All the beautiful changes and chances 
‘Through which the landscape flits and 


Ta ie 
And ferpseten how the face of common day 
Is written all over with tender histories, 
When you study it that intenser way 
In which a lover looks at his mistress. 


‘Till now Phe dreamed not what could be 


With a bit of rock and a ray of sun; 
But look, how fade the lights and shades 
Of keen bare edge and crevice deep ! 
How doubtfullyit fades and fades, 

nd glows again, yon 1 too 
O'er “which,” through colors dreamicst 
The musing sunbeams pause and creep ! 
Now pink it blooms, now fimmers gray, 
Now shadows to a film 
‘Tries ono, tres all, and will not stay, 
But flits from opal hue to hue, 
And runs through every tenderest range 
Of change that seems not to be change, 
So rare the sweep, 80 nice the a 
‘That lays no stress on any 
But shifts nnd lingers Eases persuades; 
So soft that sun-brush in the west, 
‘That asks no costlier pigments’ nids, 
Bat mingling knobs, aw, ‘angles, dints, 
Indifferent of worst or best, 
Enchanta the cliffs with wraiths and hints 
And gracious preludings of tints, 
Where all seems fixed, all evades, 


Away northeast is Boone Island = 
You might mistake it for a shi 





‘Till the sun builds it suddenly up again, 
As if with a rub of Aladdin’s see 


Is Saddleback, mat that a hates Fou see 
Over yon low and rounded 
Like the bon a ler an age 
Laid over his breast, is 
te — there may Sel 
That must be Great Haystack; “1 loys 
these names, 
Wherewith the lonely farmer tames 
Nature to mute companionship: 
With his own mind's domestic mood, 
And strives the surly world to clip 
In the arms of familiar habitude. 
°T is well be could not contrive to make 
A Saxon of Agamenticus: 
a glowers there to the north of us, 
Wrapt in his blanket of blae haze, 
Unoonvertibly savage, and scorns to take 
‘The white man’s leperaieds or his rhe 
Him first on shore 
Thecegh = early gray, tae sees him 
e 
‘The morning mist from his sealp-lock of 
pines; 
first the skipper makes out in the 
west, 
Ere the earliest sunstreak shoots tremu- 
lous, 
Plashing with orange the palpitant lines 
‘Of mutable billow, Bay de tar. crest, 
And murmurs A, 
As if it were the seep te 
But is that mountain playing cloud, 
Ora cloud id playing mountain, just there, 
so faint 
Look along over the low right shoulder 
Of Agamenticus into that crowd 
Of brassy thunderheads behind it; 
Now yom) have caught it, but, ere you are 
older 
By half an hour, you will lose it and find it 
score of times; while you look ’t is gone, 
just as you ’ve given it up, anon 
Tris ere pu, till your weary eyes 
Fanoy they see it waver and rise, 
its brother clouds; it is Agiochoak, 


Him 
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‘There if you seek not, and. gone if you 
| Ninety miles off as the eagle flies. 
But mountains make not all the shore 


Fiat as athreshing-floor, beaten and packed 
With the flash ig ia ‘of weatiless seas, 
‘How it lifts and looms to a 
O’er pe square front, a bege eons es no 
iar’ \d-stripes seem to 
eiscue vance” 
_ You almost fancy you hear a roar, 
| Fitfal and faint from the distance wander- 
| Bat "is only the blind old ocean maunder- 


Faking the shingle to and fro, 





athe , es 
q yep his ponderous shoulder setting, 
With a hoarse pant against Apple- 


Vv 


Eastward as far as the eye can see, 
‘Still eastward, eastward, peer ti 
‘The sparkle ‘and tremor of Eyarple 
rises before you, a fli oe 
on to the ee of een! 

you fancy it sl 
samme multitudinons tel ee ry 


Every 
abe Es: 
i Be 
HH 
aut 


Eee 
[a 
oF 
Fi 
ie 
ety 


witl 
palmy isles ett the Orient. 
me Spaware of clonited while 
the farthest brink of doubtful ocean, 


epee 
i 


a 





Will rise again, the 


First cree 
outlines shar} 


ing i 
Sighing, seeks on, and 
Tie tts lies teeekere of Applies 
¥ 
How looks Appledore le wetorm ¥ 
Tage” set when is ergs scomed 


Batting agninst the mad Atlanti 
Whis eee elaeee ita tees 
‘emerald top) 
lifted and 


inblnoot Sipat nes ented ona 
And the island, whose rock-roots pierce 


below 
To = they are warmed with the cen- 
tral 


fire, 
You could feel its granite fibres 
As it seemed to plunge Min orabediae 
and thrill 
Right at the breast of the swooping hill, 
Of reget Brome roranny aad lodge 
ee . 
While the sea drew its breath in hoarse 
and deep, 
And the next vast breaker curled its edge, 
Gathering itself for n mightier leap. 


Newsy eae sue ele ee are reefs and 
You beicerr never dream of in smooth 


weather, 
That toss and gore the sea for acres, 
ee and g gnashing and snarling to- 


Leck sooth eat hess Dateien tee) 





ee ee 














Full and fair on White Island head, 
A mist ieecyen sate 
himself up silently 


You, meanwhile, where drenched you stand, 
‘Awaken once more to the rush and roar, 


i your hand, 
‘As you turn and seo a valley 


Ld dereter tr} 
Feeling their way to you more and more; 
It they cnee should aluzah you high as the 
‘They would whirl you down like a sprig of 
kel 
Bey all eens GP Ropaics tal} 
such in a storm is Appledore. 
vi 
*T is the of a lifetime to behold 
‘The great sun as you see it now, 
Across eight miles of undulant gold 
‘That widens landward, weltered and rolled, 
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from the hollow heaven afar, 
Shoots a splinter of light like diamond, 
Half seen, half fancied; by and by 
Beyond whatever is most 

In the uttermost waste of desert sky, 






No frail illusion; this were true, 
Rather, to call it the canoe 


Hollowed out of « single 
That Boats un from the Presets whieh 
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‘I TREASURE in secret some long, fine 





=s : Of tenderest brown, bat so inwardly 
80 
No more & vision, largened, 
‘Tig moon dips toward her mountain het, eee Oreck Teme oe 
ine it a nt, so ahifting ao 
Bae ee haart Gakisiaks xigendh |" “Wine saly cantina ae 
2 ar er apap holden 
Whose erelong, you see While I could say Dearest! and kiss it, 
TES Crane deeper - Ti pig ke to ts 
tiniest point to the summer again. 
| ‘Touched donbtfully and tinidly = 
nto the dark blue’s chilly strip, I twisted this magic in strings 
As some mute, wondering thing below, ‘Over s wind -bang’s Delpilan allows 
‘Awakened by the thrilling glow, ‘Then called to the idle breeze that swi 
| i see Dian dip All day in the pine-tops, and clings, and 
‘One lucent foot’s delaying tip sings 
long ago. "Mid the musical leaves, and said, “Oh, 
| Knew you what silence was before ? ‘The will of those tears that deepen my 


| Here is no startle of dreaming bird words, 
‘That sings in his sleep, or strives to sing; | And fy to my window to waken these 


_ Nor noise of any living thing, 
Such as one hears by night on shore; So trembled to life, and, doubtfully 
Only, now and then, a sigh, Fe their way to my sense, sang, 
Miley Pape poeta They ital de by the 
times far, and sometimes nigh, sit tree, 
RepAudremedh tight have Tablovercad oie: omeautales 
_ And fancied the huge sea-beast unseen we—" Bat 
‘Turning in sleep; it is the sea 
‘That welters and wavers uneasil ‘They swelled such weird murmur as haunts 
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spoke of frst” J.R.Le 
, Devomber 7, 1854. 


THE WIND-HARP snore 
“ inspiration is still living ‘Then from deep in the past, as seemed to 
_ialecroapealn Tete me, 
ings and her consolations by it er ‘The strings gathered sorrow and sang 
trnly inart Mine Jooks at mie with, eyes of woe Te 
paler flame and beckons across a ‘on. groon. 
_ @ame into my loneliness like an incarnate as- we bid 


tree, 
iti enough sometimes, H and 
ee Ton mov sourton | ome Jpn ies rs they shuddered, 





| ed epee ies aod ook” Forever mat sib 
: y ron re taken 
veh ee But T groaned, “0 hap of all rath be 
re 
°. 


‘This Scripture is sadder, — ‘the other 
left?!” 


‘There murmured, as if one strove to 
And tears came instead; then the 


tones wandered 
And faltered among the uncertain chords 
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In a troubled doabt between and | Two 2 
ent — And ie = ce 
“Hereafter ?—who knoweth?” and so | Sings not, —“ Auf wiedersehen /” 
Down the steps that load to silence | The loath gate swings with ereak; 
ia. Once, parting there, we pore ie 
There came a parting, when 
And fuding lips essayed to speak 
AUF WIEDERSEHEN Vainly, —“ Auf wiedersehen !” 
SUMMER Somewhere is comfort, somewhere faith, 
Though thou in outer dark remain; 
‘Tire little gato was reached at Inst, One sweet sad voice ennobles death, 
Half hid in lilacs down the lane; And still, for m centaries saith 
Ske pushed it wide, and, as she past, Softly, —“ Auf wiedersehen [” 
A wistful look she backward cast, 
And said, —“ Auf wiedersehen !” tS ee aes 
With hand on latch, a vision white Riper layers sp Cee 
Lingered reluctant, ‘That, from an orient chamber ther, 
Half doubting if she did ari, down, “ Auf wiedersehen ! 
Soft as the dews that fell that nij ht, 


o'breathe in thought I scarcely dare, 
Thinks she, — “Auf wi BR 


°T is thirteen years; once more I 
turf that silences the lane; 

T hear the rustle of her dress, 

T smell the lilacs, and —ah, yes, 

Thear “ Auf wiedersehen { 


PALINODE 
AUTUMN 


: *t is autumn now 
ill, in heart and brain; 
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sweet an.0 
are asa 
a alles cited 
In its bluff, brond-shouldered calm. 


And when over breakers to leeward 
The tattered 


surges are 
It may keep our head to the tempest, 
With its grip on the base of the world, 


_lll 








= THE DEAD HOUSE 





Deep down among sea-weed and ooze ? 


‘That our human heart may cling to, 
‘Though hopeless of shore at last f 
‘To the spirit its splendid conjectu 
MT the flesh its sweet deepaizy 
Its tours o'er the thin-worn locket 
With its anguish of deathless hair ! 


‘But that is the pang’s very secret, — 


‘There ’s a narrow ridge in the 
ne 

But to me and my thought it is wider 
‘Than the starsown vague of Space. 


Your logic, my friend, is perfect, 
qa eed ped 
But, since the earth ‘on her coffin, 
T keep hearing that, and not you. 
Console if you will, I can bear it; 
"T is a well-meant alms of breath; 
But not all the preaching since Adam 
Has made Death other than Death. 





It is pagan; but wait till you feel it, — 
That = of our earth, that dull shock 

When the ploughshare of deeper passion 

Tears down to our primitive rock. 


Communion in spirit! Forgive me, 
But I, who am earthly and weak, 
pees ive all my incomes from dream- 


For a touch of her hand on my cheek. 


That little shoe in the corner, 
So worn and wrinkled and brown, 
With its emptiness confutes you, 
And argues your wisdom down. 





THE DEAD HOUSE 





to Mrs. Francis G. , to whom Lowell 
wrote Jani 11, 1853: “I spent 

with Edmund Qnincy at Dedham, and, as 
came back over the rail yesterday, I was 
Foused from m reverio by sociog * West Rox- 
ee ae ‘up over the door of a 
ki lL ererefeonetieriisbe co) I 
almost twisted my aff looking the 
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it was dead. Tam a Platonist about 
‘They get to my eye a shape from 
that inhabit im. My friends’ ds 
seem as peculiar to them is their bodies, 
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shall never look up to the hill-tep again, let 
me pass it never so often." 


Here once my step was quickened, 
Here beckoned the epenins, door, 

And welcome thrilled from the threshold 
To the foot it had known before. 


A glow came forth to meet me 
‘rom the flame that laughed in the grate, 
And shadows adance on the ceiling, 
Danced blither with mine for a mate. 


ay te ‘old friend,” yawned the arm- 
chair, 
“This corner, you know, is your seat;” 











gro UNDER THE WILLOWS AND OTHER POEMS 
“Rest slippers on me,” beamed the 
“I brighten at touch of your feet.” 


I think, the house is unaltered, 
ail ga tad beg to oe 


To my life as its bed to a brook. 
Unaltered ! Alas for the sameness 
That makes the change but more ! 
"Tis a dead man I see in the mirrors, 
*Tis his tread that chills the floor 


*T was just a womanly presence, 
ig hoa m 





Budo 2000 shee ‘bad worn, on grave- 
sod ee O mournfal tree, ) 
‘Were more than long life with the rest ! | In thy boughs forever clinging, i 
And the roar 


bo ile, "t 's rustle, - 
was a smile, *t wns a its 
"T was nothing that I ean phrase 
cee eal ib dwelling grew con- 
sc 
‘And put on ber looks and ways. 


Wore it mine I would close the shutters, 
Like lids when the life is fled, 

And the funeral fire should wind it, 
‘This corpse of a home that is dead. 


For it died that autumn morning 
‘When she, its soul, was 

‘To lie all dark on tho hillside 
‘That looks over woodland and corn. 











THE VOYAGE TO VINLAND git 
The and strife And safe as stars in all men’s memories. 
MeL agile andar? | Bevorempsread btla hale we See 
Wreck of a broken life ? preoptic 
Like life, Ce faces eager and then 


THE VOYAGE TO VINLAND 
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xh Ferg tis ais poses of mae oe 
sane forther 
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BIORN’S BECKONERS 


Now Bilirn, the son of Heriulf, had ill days 
Because the heart within him seethed with 


limbs, 
Bat, while they slept still hammered like a 


, 
Building all night a bridge of solid dream 
Between him and some purpose of his soul, 
Or will to find a purpose. With the dawn 
The ae timbers, crumbled to soft 


at, 
Denied all’ foothold. But the dream re- 


mained, 
And every night with yellow-bearded kings 


His sleep was haunted, — mighty men of 
Once 


as he, now ancient like the 











Biny, broad algal ety wool 9h wo Ee 
They taped themselves gigantic in the 
‘They rose farbeckouing in tho lamps of 
heaven, 
- havbirearan ee 


‘The; winds, 

res fe came from them, mightier than 
the wind, 

‘To strain the lagging sails of his resolve, 


On the soiled cards wherewith men played 
their game, 


Letting Time pocket up the life, 

ont wih ae guia ob ralment S000; eat 

“What helpeth lightness of the feet?” 
they said, 

Pcie runs with swifter foot than 

Or strength of sinew ? New men come as 

And thot seep nameless; or renown in 
war 

Swords grave no name on the long-mem- 
etad ook 

But moss shall hide it; they alone who 
wring 

Some secret purpose from the unwilling 

s 
Survive te ong for yet a little while 
‘To vex, like us, the dreams of Inter men, 


Oa dream, and dreamlike all we 





" 
THORWALD'S LAY 
So Biérn went comfortless but for his 
ought, 
And by his thought the more discomforted, 
Till Eric Thurlson kept his Yule-tide feast: 
And thither came he, called among the rest, 


Silent, lone-minded, a church-door to mirth: 
But, ere deep draughts forbade such seri- 


is the grave Skald might chant nor after 
lush, 
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is 
waving host that shouts him king, 
So rode their upon the ing 


rion of perpetual 
Beyoad the Hittle etaokes und atirs of men: 
peo eed was bowed with gathered flakes 


As winter bends the sea-foreboding pine, 
Dat venetiing triumphed in his brow and 


Which whoso saw'lt \conld not! so and 


erouch: 
Loud rang the emptied beakers as he mused, 
Brooding' his thoughts; then, as an 
Circles smooth-winged above the wind- 
vexed 


woods, 
So wheeled his soul into the nir of song 
Ita aer the’ slarmy ‘hall; aad thus, be 


The fletcher for his arrow-shaft picks out 
Wood | clorest- , long - seasoned, 
straight as gh 3 

Ana trom 4 quiver IV of such as these 
wary bowman, matched against his 

Long log ‘singles yet once more the 

Who is it needs such flawless shafts as 

te 
What archer of his arrows is so cholee, 
Or hits the white so survly? They are men, 


The chosen of her quiver; nor for her 
Will every reed suffice, oF 


ay eeetoat thos life’s val fagot 
Sach ak Teneiotl taasy ised will 


Soul stright and clo, of toughest re, 
Down to the heart of heart; from these she 
P , 

‘All noodless staff, all sapwood; seasons 

Bere 











petit he 


Nor “gi th um Der haste-smaabed 
or un and have plighted faith to 
Ere men have heard the sinew twang, be- 
Jn the butt's heart her trembling messea 


Tha bone Shak fase 
eae eee “| 


shiel 
pe fern 
‘Ava wide-doored ocean, still the days are 
Still o'er the earth hastes Opportunity, 
Secking the soul that seeks for 
Be not Fate nr deaf a 
‘That cater loudest as they mean the 


Swit i ie willed; Inte means 
MOTE ; 
Texpations ts has docksaon eee 
He cased; upon his bosom sank seed 
Selly, secu ti tt ale 
jor stayed her: and forthwith the frothy 


re ee ae 

Bat Bisrn, the son of Heriulf, sat apart 
‘Musing, and, with his eyes upon the fire, 
Saw pes of arrows, lost as soon as seen. 


“A ship, rhe muttered, is ai 
That Tendeth e on 





"Four weeks they sailed, a speck in sky-shut 
Life, where was never life that knew 

But tumbled lubber-like in blowing whales; 
‘Thought, the 


if 


fe 
ad 


came 
j ised 
EU and on the thirtieth 
Low in Remind priseny 
‘They shouted as men shout with sudden 


i 
gE 
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Fiore tl the Old World Calls them his 
Flare up in fire, He, the Divine. 
Doubt not, my Northmen; Is it Thor’s hammer 
Fate loves the fearless; Rays in his right band ? 
Fools, when their roof-tree ‘Weaponless walks he; 
Falls, think it doomsday; It is the White Christ, 
Firm stands [fs Stronger than Thor. 
Over the ruin Here ball a realm rise 
‘See I the promise; Mi in manhood; 
‘Crisp waves the cornfield, Justice and Mere: 
walled, the homestoad Lnreibet aisccaogord 
Waits open-doored. Safe without spear. 
There lies the New Land; Weak was the Old World, 
Yours to behold it, Wearily A 
Not to its Ont of its ashes, 
Slowly Fate's perfect Strong as the m 
Fulness shall come. Springeth the New. 
Then from your strong loins Beauty of promi 
shall Be scattered, echsece 
Men to the marrow, Safe in the silence 
Wilderness tamers, Sleep y till cometh 
of waves, Light to thy lids t 
Joalous, the old gods Thee shall awaken 
Shut it in shadow, Flame from the 
Wisely they ward it, Bath of all brave ones, 
the serpent, Cleanser of co! 
Bane to them all. Ww 
Stronger and aweeter Lowly shall love thee, 
New gods shall seck it, hess sy 1 
Fill it with man-folle Stalwart shall shield thee, 
Wise for the future, Thee, worth their best blood, 
Wise from the past. Waif of the West ! 
ae ee is a heats wo shall come singers, 
ve ‘isdom; in| no swan-son| 
King be that wins ber; Benen Bie 
Him hail they helmsman, Meet for the man child 
Highest of heart. Mighty of bone. 





MAHMOOD THE IMAGE- 
BREAKER 


silenced by 
the AS ef 
are ot stone unwavering, awed 


‘Then the eee knelt before him, by 
his doubt made bold, 

Pledging for their idel’s ransom countless 
gems and gold, 

Gold was yellow dirt to Mahmood, but of 


iia Pork it the roots of power suck a 
potent juice, 


“Were yon stone psc re monetiony this 


would me 
‘Mahmood said; “ but, with the block there, 
T my truth must sell. 


“Wealth and rule slip down with Fortune, 
aim betas a tis he cal cance bo 
ca 
discrowned. 

“Little were a change of station, loss of 
opti trieving if the 
were rel 
‘Minn fell down,” 

“So his iron mace he lifted, smote with 

night and mais, 
AS Peedi pevientine tumbling, 













INVITA MINERVA 
‘Tne Bardling came where by a river grew 
“ reeds, patie ‘the west- 
wind blew, i . 
Gleamed and sighed plaintively, as if they 


i a 
Till Pan should choose some happy one of 


And with cnlife it through and 
wise lips 


Ui 


The Bardling thought, “A pipe is all I 
naa 
Once Thare sought me outs clas, smooth 


Litto my fancy, pipe sete 


‘The summer day he spent in questful 
And many a reed he marred, but never 
foul 

A. conjurii ‘ll to free the imprisoned 
sound; 

At last his vainly wearied limbs he laid 
Beneath a laurel’ Lraipan pers 
And plsens eo his brain her cob 





Than trade Soe aghhy) Nae ae 
his di 

Sayings “Tho reeds along s thoussad 
streams: 

Are mine, and who is he that plots and 
schemes 


To snare the melodies wherewith my breath 
Sounds + through the double pipes of Life 


Alouiag aheh ts inon mad Sietced gee 


* He seeks not me, but I seek oft in vain 
For him who shall my voice! con 
strain, 
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‘And make thom utter their melodious pai ‘And this fount, its sole 
Ho fies the immortal gift, for well he the 


His life of life must with its overflows win benediction; 
Flood the unthankfal 


ace oaevest Ta wimmeraoen 
eres When all the good inches, 
“Thou fool, who dost my harmless subjects | Blue 


wrong, 
*T is not the singer's wish that makes the With sic 





ong jerk fliting 
The jie beauty wanders dumb, how And, 1 sitting, 
N stoops to an: daintiest instrament, Heer iis ton tooeed eging, 
lor 
Till, found its mated lips, their sweet con- a i pring 
it 
Makes mortal breath than Time and Fate | To dream in the sun. 
more strong.” in 
‘ °T is a woodland enchanted ! 
THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH The great noonlight £ 
ter of 1: a teitinre been ietaded! 
Nooning. 


Unconscious confiding, 
Sige winding eat hiding 
winding and bidh 
ips iz 





alder-stems mosty, 
‘Through gossamer roots 
Fine as 
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‘And gurgies and plashes, 
‘To the measure of summer; 
‘The butterflies hear it, 


°T is a woodland enchanted! 

A vast silver willow, 

[know not how planted, 
wood is enchanted, 


‘Two 

To aaa round basin, 
And there the Fount rises; 
Ah, too pure a mirror 

For one sick of error 

ay see his — io int 


Ie its lupi feat root 
‘Than this water moss-| 
But a tiny sand-pillar 
From the bottom 


‘Through the wreaths of a shell, 
Down amid crimson dulses 

Tn some cavern of ocean, 

‘A melody sweeter 

‘Than the delicate pulses, 

‘The soft, noi metre, 
The aM 





And o'er it my 
Dima dipping, dipping its tremulous 


Punto hes hecsis: Coes 

Lisa jo tin place) 

How dare I draw nearer ?) 
ee 

And saw a ebild’s 

‘Mid locks of ght gold in its 


Luck flees | from the cold one, 
But leaps to the bold one 
Half-way; 
Wh sioald be Ssaabel 

ill the ws mirror glances, 
Still the amber sand dances, 
One look, —then away! 
© magical glasst 
Canst keep in thy bosom 
Shades of leaf and of blossom 
When summer days pass, 
So that when thy wave hardens 
Tt shapes as it pleases, 
Unharmed by breezes, 
Its fine hangi a gardens ? 
Hast those in thy keeping, 
And canst not uncover, 
Enchantedly sleeping, 
‘The old shade of thy lover? 
Tt is there! I have found it! 








318 





ine 


ie 
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sy? 
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fy foat aro drawn thither, 
‘And, looking with awe in the magical 


five years; 
And spiteof the mists and the error, 
And ti ove! 
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Js the fountain of youth 


‘The fleeting 
Of 
That all agers met 


YUSSOUF 
A STRANGER came one night to Yussouf's 
tent, 


peer 


Who flies, and hath not where to lay his 
I come to thee for shelter and for 
‘To Yassouf, called through all our 
“This tent is mine,” said Yussouf, “but no 
more 
Freely salt thos puree ofall ay 
sil tl 
‘As I of His who buildeth over thes 
Our tents his glorious roof of night and 
‘Apa at. hose doce nane \evae tan 


nights 


So Yussouf entertained his guest that 


‘That inward light the stranger's face made 
Which shines from all self-conquest; 
low, 
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ALL-SAINTS 





tet areiitact wien by cay exduight 2 

Balanced and fast ate’all of God's d- 

Thos. art atwyged, my fr-bor,sloep in 
peace 


THE DARKENED MIND 


) 
‘Tue fire is burning clear and blithely, 


Pleasantly whistles the winter wind; 
We are about thee, thy friends and kin- 


On us all tickers the felight kiod; 
Iierd tou dlttest in thy wouted corner 
csuad awfal in thy darkened ixind- 


ee tne cittect; now und then thou 


Thou dost talk alk falas hab wo’ saxo see, 
Tooke at us with an eye so doubtful, 


Theron very far from thee; 
sittest; we would fain be nigh 


FREES Kisfy tha: it oan never be 


We can touch thee, still we are no nearer; 
Gather round thee, still thou art alone; 
‘The wide chasm of reason is between us; 
‘Thou confutest kindness with a moan; 

We can speak to thee, and thou canst an- 


swer, 
Like two prisoners through a wall of stone. 


Hardest heart would call it very awful 








When thou look'st at us and seest—oh, 
what ? 
If we move away, thou sittest gazin; 
‘ith those vague eyes at sel e 
spot, 
And thou mutterest, thy hands thou wring- 
somothing, — us thou seest not. 


ise at nin en igh 


a | 
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WHAT RABBI JEHOSHA SAID 
Originally written for a Fair in St. Louis, 


That God made hess hpcie day 

vt mi 

Porfoot as Michael and the rest” 
First brooded in creation’s nest, 
Whose only office was to ery 
Hosanna! once, and then to die; 
Or rather, with Life’s essence blent, 
‘To be led home from banishment. 


Rabbi Jehosha had the skill 

To know that Heaven is in God’s will; 
And doing that, though for a 

One heart beat ioe in a gree 
As full of pase rp 

As Princes of the Chant how. 


ig ens EE no doubt, to be 
One of the strong-winged Hierarchy, 
To burn with Seraphs, or to shine 
yn heme cpr ee 

et aps, poor earth a 
Could i Prorget faye Gods 
Could I there find my nature's clue 
Simply as birds an do, 
‘And but for one rapt moment know 
’T is Heaven must come, not we must 


5%, 
Should win wy place as near the throne 
As the pearl-angel of its zone, 
‘And Ged would iste idl tan throng 
For my one breath of perfeot song, 
‘That, in its simple human way, 
Said ‘all the Host of Heaven could say. 











ALL-SAINTS 


OF doug ne Churn, ovo kop 








Their up 
‘Their speech is filled from heat 


About their brows to me aj 

An anreole traced in it light, 

The oarn of enlien trong tours 
‘eyes, by them made 
Tinea 

ofan hi ed 

in ey felt the 
And sweetness of the farther re. 


A WINTER-EVENING HYMN TO 
MY FIRE 


Kea 
Thee fal thee 


Prometheus (primal cn gen nly 2 
‘And, when he had tampered with thee, 
‘00 confiding little maid ah 


Thee, : eee ges: 
His eenecs in thy golden hair; 
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te wings; 
eee 4 poets: at thy touch how 
Life in the withered words! how swift 


As when “Spl Baraat the wise 
oe r wrought 
Bette ticle mmorct tbe 
's thought! 
Pierenareat oy ditoaly tiered 
unat ly 
‘The rhythms so rathe and delicate, 
ar 
sombre wei 
Of any airiest mortal word. 
vir 
‘What warm protection dost thou bend 
| Round curtained talk of friend with friend, 
While the snow-storm, held aloof, 
ine rounds the roof, 
‘orth with baffled strain 
peak the frost-starred window-pane ! 
fow the kind nymph to Bacchus born 
ee, eerie, she that seems 


her natal morn 





zed 


dearer to t) aay Re, 
's bowildering juice, 
Sforbid of thee; , 








calyx of pretences, 
‘Thank aloes naited alla day’ Oa 
‘And open Hor shy midnight rose! 
vi 
Thou holdest not the master key 
With which thy Sire sets froo tho mystic 


le ny 
Bod, iis toast ag, 
Swing back their willing’ valves melodi- 
ously; 
Only to cael days, 
And great processions of imperial song 
‘That set the world at gaze, 
Doth such high privilege belong: 
But thou a postern-door canst ope 
To humbler chambers of the selfsame 


palace 
Where, Memory lodges, and her sister 


ope, ; 
Whose blag ls but aes crystal clilioa 
Whi, with her various iood, the elder 
Of joy or sorrow, 
Ra eolsstig of aha ote 
With hues of yesterday the unconscious 
morrow, 

Ix 

Thou sinkest, and my faney sinks with 
0: 

For theo I took the idle shell, 


And struck the unused chords again, 
But they are gone who listened well; 








ores won ie eaves anil an a ae Es 


Some midnight to the theatre void and 
Easet thors rabskces his ith’s great part 


“ai acaba’ ghosts, 
seems it now: ye crowd upon my 


And I bow in silence, shadowy hosts ! 


FANCY'S CASUISTRY 
Tat aieear mute with the = “ swells 
Tote a hc tad tanta Wools 


But on my far-off solitude 
No harsh alarums can intrade ; 


eet ete cos ener eee 
And listen, weaving care! 
While the loud ci ate crimes 


ntle allegiance 
“is niet that sublimes 
‘These dreamy regions. 


And when the storm o’erwhelms the shore, 
I watch entranced as, o'er and o'er, 
‘The light revolves amid the 
So atill and saintly, 
Now and near, now more and more 
Withdrawing faintly. 


Flash out the 


roar 


sailors see 
‘neath their lee 





oe eee 
ae 
ama 


And is it this mood of mind 
‘That thus, 


‘My Dante frowns with lip-looked mien, 
nics would say, “’T is those, I ween, 
lifelong armor-chafe makes lean 


Such questionings are idle air : 
Leave what to do and what to spare 
To the inspiring See care, 


Nor ask for ie 
Of fame or gold, but just to wear 
U raiment. 


TO MR. JOHN BARTLETT 
WHO HAD SENT ME A SEVEN-POUND 





ODE TO HAPPINESS 





T dark to bend, — 
aa ‘An, a3 ecu eed, 
ith amorous solicitude !) 


T see him with caution due, 

Soft as if shod with moccasins, 
Grave as in church, for who plies you, 
Sweet as in a pew 

From all our common stock 0” sins. 


‘The unerring fly I see him cast, 

‘That as a rose-leaf falls as soft, 

A flash ! a whirl ! he has him fast! 
We how that struggle last 
onfuses and appall aoe 


Unfluttered he : calm as the sky 
I eon 
‘This way and that he cee en 
A 
Lands him, with cool aplomb, at ease. 
‘The friond who gave our board such 
's care may he o’erstep it 
when Death hooks him, as he must, 


doit handsomely, I trast, 
And John H— write his epitaph! 


Oh, born beneath the Fishes? se, 
Of constellations hapy 
May he somewhere with Walton dine, 








ODE TO HAPPINESS 


tossed up by Summer 
That double if it be sen or sun! 
that flew swiftly like the band 
played in Grecian games at strife, 
from eager hand to hand 
ig torch of life! 


footed! thou abid’st with him 
Watched tert wares thy waning pa; 
o'er the waves 
Shall nevermore behold fo 
‘Thy be aie canvas shoreward yearn- 


Thou frst  eevealia Scr CT ee 
Turned o'er the shoulder’s parting grace, 
A moment glimpsed, then seen no 
more, — 
‘Thou whose swift footsteps we can trace 
‘Away from every mortal door. 









Nymph of the unreturning feet, 
How may I win thee tack ® "But no, 
to call theo 805 
ris tae changed, not thou art fleet: 
‘The man thy presence feels again, 
Not in the blood, but in the brain, 
Spirit, that lov'st the upper ale 


hei shits we find 
Is of the mind; 














clouds and the blue” 
Hangs motionless the whole day through; 
rise for them, moons grow 


And lessen in such tranquil wise 
en and sorrows do that rise 

ithin their nature’s sheltered marge; 
‘Their hours into each other flit 


iti 
Unhistoried as smokes that rise 
From happy hearths and sight elude 
Tn blue of morning skies. 


Wayward! when once we feel thy lack, 
*T ta worse than vain to woo thee backt 
Yet there is one who seems to be 

Thine elder sister, in whose eyes 
A faint far northern light will rise 
Sometimes, and bring a dream of thee; 
She is not that for which youth hoped, 
But sho hath inremlee| her own, 
Thoughts as lilies mi oped, 
sd tik fo secrow given loc 
Almost I deem that it is thon 
Come back with graver matron brow, 











VILLA FRANCA 


1859 
Warr a little: do we not wait ? 


a 

reat wars come great wars 
‘Wolf tracks light on polaxecomeaie 

We shall soe him come and gone, 


This second-hand Napoleon. 
Spin, spin, Clothe, sp 


spin! 
Lachesis, twist! and, Atropos, 
Tn the shadow, year out, year in, 
‘The silent bestlnanam weibeila 
Wo saw the elder Cars 
And Clotho muttered as 
While crowned 














THE MINER 





is na Jong ago; 


Clotho, spin! 
cet pies rae sever! 
Tn the shadow, year out, year in, 


‘The silent headsman waits forever. 





Se ES th ‘a throne a ict swings, 


le for the kings; 


fates i de ‘quarrels 
The sia “Black srs are Hrealed. with 


Bo dresuiere'p rate; did man e’er live 
Saw tor woman Yet forgive? 

But Luther’s broom is left, and eyes 
ig PR 
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Olin hardening to new ails 


Patience a little; learn 


THE MINER 
Down ‘mid the roots of things 
‘That coil about, 
Cregeen tee Se wings 
To stoop, not soar, to my desire, 


hast not," 1 
<eTa deeper daepa Ja kid may Lara 


think I barrow from the sun, 
nae auras 
cl were le were won, 
For 't is the sun’s own Sun I seek, 


“Tint ra iy pedagogy pepe 
it it to 
bya perch end 
Casey be hath teen” 


More life for me where he hath Iain 
Hidden while ae believed him dead, 

‘Than in cathedrals cold and vain, 
Built on loose sands of Jt is said. 


My searo is for the living gold 

im I dosire who dwells recluse, 

And not his image worn and old, 
Day-servant of our sordid use. 


If him I find not, yet I find 
‘The ancient joy’of cell and church, 
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GOLD EGG: A DREAM-FANTASY 


pyPUiahs Deon 2 tome "6 kd 
Have yoo not made ns lead of gold? 


To feed ible; not sola 
Uae opis marl etaltons 2” 


F 
g 
a 
i 


And here they were, all safe and sound, 
Without a sign of phthisis. “Some eighteen score of 
Raise every 
‘Truth was, were closed, | Go, inthe 
‘Although I'did mot know ity 
into Thad dozed, 
thus was ly 
From proser into poet, 


So what I read took flesh and blood, 
And turned to livii creatures: 


bud 
Thee Nosed ike Adscs: a the mud, 
and features, 











Boshe from Sight-focobodiag wings 


And then one light among the rest 
alan orpadccs le af caoncing. 


How tell to what heaven hallowed seat 


To brood new wons ‘neath her breast, 
The future's unfledged glory. 


And in the nest an egg of 
Lay soft in altemeds ee 
Gazing whereon, what depths untold 
Within, what marvels manifold, 
Seomed silently to muster! 
splendors to confront 
sent ? 








‘The and 
Were the 
In the g! 





“Bless Zeus!” she cried, “I’m safe be- 
low!” 


dna lacey pastes 
‘And aéemed to find, but hardly know, 
Something like this for moral. 
Each day the world is born anew 
For him who takes it Sghtly; 
Not fresher that whieh ‘knew, 
Not sweeter that whose moonlit dew 
‘Entranced ia nightly. 


Rightly ? That 's simply: ’¢ is to soe 
ome sul casts these shadows 
Which we call Life and History, 
‘That aimless seem to chase flee 
Like wi ‘over meadows. 


Simply 2 ‘That ’s nobly: "i to know 

t God may still be met with, 

Nor groweth old, nor doth bestow 

Those senses fine, this brain aglow, 
To grovel and forget with. 


Beauty, Herr Doctor, trust in me, 
‘No chemistry will win you; 
Charis still rises from the sen: 
If you can’t find her, might it be 
you seek within you ? 


A FAMILIAR EPISTLE TO A 
FRIEND 


‘The friend was Miss Jane Norton, sister of 
Mr. C, E. Norton. 
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Whe Consciousness looks t’ other way; And, she nor breaks nor bends, 
en with watebful a Gand bora tier to thee Sana 
in deliberate still, Draw passion's torrent whoso will 
But life’s insensible completeness: ‘Through sluices smooth to turn a mill, 
Got as the ripe grape its sweetness, And, taking solid toll of 
eae Salers pe ores tie alee see 
peli weatignt to ju exulting aimless haste 
mental Itey, ‘Scattered in iridescent waste; 
‘Ths bones bias the tube is dry; Prefer who likes the sure esteem 
‘As those wells that spout ‘To cheated youth's midsummer dream, 
Awhile M. C.'s, then give out, When every friend was more 
My spring, once full as Arethusa, Each quicksand safe to build a fame on; 
Is a mere bore as dry ’s Creusa; Believe that prudence snug 
‘And yet you ask me why I'm glum, Youth's gross of 
And why my graver Muse is dumb. h which earth's withered stubble 
Ah me! I've reasons manifold seen 
Condensed in one, — I’m getting old! as painted green, 


Wheels up its evening bemisphere, 
‘The mind's own shadow, which the boy 
Saw onward point to hope and joy, 
Shifts round, irrevocubly set 


But count the gains,” I hear you sa; 
Which far the seeming lone Gutweigh; 
Friendshipg built firm’ guinst flood and 


Judgment, for passion’s headlong whirls; 

Id sorrows erystalled into pearls; 
Losses by patience turned to gains, 
i now, that once were pains; 

's blossom gone, as go it must, 
To ripen seeds of faith A trust ; 
Why heed  snow-flake on the roof 
Tf fire within keep Age aloof, 
Though blundering north-winds push and 
strain 

With palms benumbed against the pane ?”” 
at dear old Friend, you're very wise; 

fe always are with others’ ¢; 
And see so clear ! (our neighbor's deck on) 
What reof the idiot 's sure to on; 
Folks when they learn how life has quizzed 


‘em 
Are fain to make « shift with Wisdom, 





For Flying Islands maki: 

Shad falling baer in gut to ail? 
‘Ah me! Experience (so we 're told), 
Time's crucible, turns lead to gold; 


cl transmuted to our loss ? 
What bat base coin the best event 
To the untried experiment ? 


*T was an old le, says the 
‘That lodged the gods and did Bot Know is 
Youth sees and knows them as they were 
Before Olympus’ Ere bare; 
From Swampscot's flats his eye divine 
Sees Venus rocking on the brine, 
With lucent limbs, that somehow scatter a 
Charm that turns Doll to 
Bacchus (that now is scarce 

‘0 give Eld’s ing a boost: 
Wither ba ye 

A 

Divine as Ariadne saw him, 


| 
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Eoeam Scones Lumb'> polos with all bis Lge era ’s where I shall beat them hol- 
St. John, 
Use 
eth yh cast down thy lids, His prow dividing waters known 
it joy enough to hear To the blue eee 
Tac oft hi caierlary pt tape At last, on 
are eeeen ae at knows A eae tokyo Sa 
‘The quiver chiming as he goes ‘Then with bent oars halle fies 
He ‘too much Seen: iarage ‘To where the basking lies; 
"The shining Archer's secret ways. Thon ths coattoteeatat Ga ie 
The crimsoned waves, —ab, this is life! 
Dear Friend, you 're right and I am 
My. inter are not worth ad safe bak ea heel one 
‘are not worth a song, le 
| Ss a ptt 
to tri ike tl so mi jubber, more, 
Toul not cheat you if I would; Caan ee 
‘You know me and my jesting mood, ‘verse, you know,) 
Mere surface-foam, for pride And all is tediam, smoke, and soil, 
Thaler ed toy © i Tn trying out the noisome oil. 
It one of jo: 
Poured in the senses of tho boy, Yes, this is life! And so the bard 
Ror Naar ao my al os Throngh briny deserts, never scarred 
With all her aera inwardness; Since oa Kee a subject seeks, 
And as blind estlings, unafraid, And lies upon the watch for weeks; 
Glneteh up wide-movibed fo every shade | ‘That onve ied and helpless 
which their downy dream is stirred, ‘What follows is but weary trying. 
| it for the mother-bi 
| So, when God’s shadow, which is light, Now I ’ve a notion, if a poet 
Unheralded, by day or night, Beat up for themes, hia verse will show it; 
pM abi instincts across, T wait for sub jects that hunt me, 
p over moss, By day or night won't let me be, 
fey heart's nest half-conscions ae And hang about me like a curse, 
i Stir vith a helpless sense of win; ‘Till they have made me into verse, 
is etenpal Gere tweot of son | eee 
sweet of song. my Ww as 
= Hain now el those before 
| patient, and perhaps (who knows impid summersweet run oer; 
[ieticsersayibe winged'one tay like those, | Then if nor shine, 
j ETuitarnohen)close-cmbowered to sing, Is it the mibjeat fs It, or mine ? 
| Pierced through with June’s delicious sting; 
‘If swallows, their half-hour to run : 
breasted in the setting sun. AN EMBER PICTURE 
pe, ea unfledged proem, i ~ fi 
sol ule: a tga dee freaks of memory! 
h Wien fen on shell they're hardly ‘The lessons of life we forget, 
Af some folks thrast them forth, must I? While a trifle, a trick of color, 
Inthe wonderful web is set, — 
bible with » comparison 
Never yet hit upon by e’er a son Set by paneer 
Of onr American Apollo, And, spite of the wear and tear 














UNDER THE WILLOWS AND OTHER POEMS 


Of time or distance or trouble, 
Insists on its right to be there. 


of course; 
, one to the other, 
resource. 


We were nothi 
‘But a short 


We of French acting and actors, 
their easy, natural way: 
‘Of the weather, for it was raini 
‘As we drove home from the play. 


We debuted the social nothings 
We bore ourselves so to discuss; 

‘The thunderous rumors of battle 
Were silent the while for us. 


Arrived at her door, we left her 
With a drippingly hurried adieu, 
our wheels went crunching the gravel 
Of the oak-darkened avenue, 


As we drove away through the shadow, 
‘The candle she held in the door 
i tree-trunk 


From rain-varnished to tree- 
Flashed fainter, and flashed no more; — 
Flashed fainter, then wholly faded 
‘tether par the wood; 
But the light of the face behind it 
Went with me and stayed for good. 
‘The vision of scarce a moment, 
‘And hardly marked at the time, 
It comes unbidden to haunt me, 
Like « serap of ballad-rhyme. 
Had she beauty? Well, not what they call 
503 
jousand as fair; 





°'T isa face that never: “ 
Sh ineaten age 
Uren ge 


E ERE 
qf a it 


? 
ii 


FRE z 
By 


4 
& 


i 
Fl 
HE 


that variety, But let me 
Kindnoss, if not from thelr color 

“In caso they should please 
on bee 


Wii 
is ly yours, J, R. 1. Lettera 1 
Izep not tho sweetness of his 
eo ae ee ee 
succeeds 
Smooth as our Charles, when, fearing lest 


mirrored skiff, be slides 


along, 
Full ‘without noise, and whispers in bis 





THE NIGHTINGALE IN THE STUDY 
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ORs levi ieenits ee) at ee 
Is blown about the world, but to his 


peep POR Es, 
‘And Love steals shyly through the loud 


To mormur a God bless you! and there 
ends, 


As I muse backward up the checkered 


Wherein so much was given, so much 
was lost, 
Blessings in both kinds, such as cheapen 


tears, — 
But hush ! this is not for profaner ears; 
Let them drink molten pearls nor dream 
the cost. 
Some suck uj from a sorrow’s core, 
tone bat nightshade grew upon 
Lovo trned his to heart’s-ease, and the 
Fate tied his batons, se but fared a 
joor 
Leading to sweeter manhood and more 
sound, 


Even as a wind-waved fountain’s swayin, 
shade i 


Se mixed race, a gray wraith shot 
th sun, 

So through his trial faith translucent rayed 
‘Till darkness, half disnatured so, betray 
A henrt of sunshine that would 

o'errun, 


fain 
“Sa if skill in song the aksers may stay 
of its purpose cheat the charmed 


if our ori fe be Jen; eye geet 
pt ts his presence 


And th next. age in praise shall double 


ES esta each as lusty-sweet 
a en natures find his song to be; 
‘May Age steal on with softly-cadenced feet 
ing in music, as for him were meet 
‘hose verse is 
than he f 





THE NIGHTINGALE IN THE 
STUDY 


Pork Sercbeed .” Lowell wrote 
1875," Leould not 


reat 


fei is surely one of th 
poets. I have recorded my debt to him ina 
poom, The Nightingale in the Study." 


“Com forth!” my eatbird calls to me, 
“ And hear me # 

‘That, in this old fi 
Shall hang a garden 


“These buttereups shall brim with wine 
Beyond all Lesbian juice or Mussic; 
Dey ee Nox Keviend beatae? 
bap 5 ode to ripening summer classic 


Oy reser cate cere 
aver a is 
‘Till all the alder-coverts dark . 
as sunshine-dappled with his sing~ 
ra 


“Come out beneath the = 
With its emancipating 5 
And eae to cette us 
ithout premeditated graces. 


“ What boot man, volumed 

Ticsk psi arod lente fone tered 
‘To win, at best, for all your p pains, 

A natore mammy-wrapt in learning ? 


“The leaves wherein trne wisdom ties 
On living trees the sun are drinki 
‘Those white clouds, drowsing 


Grow wot'so beautiful by thisking. 


“Come out !” with me the oriole cries, 
Escape the demon that pursues you ! 
And, hark, the cuckoo weatherwise, 
Still hiding farther onward, wooes you.” 


dear friend, that, all my days 
red from that syringa 
‘The quaintly discontinuous lays 
‘To which I hold a se 


the 














0 life borne lightly in the hand, 


seared or foe with grace Castil- 
ian ‘ 

O valley safe in Faney’s land, 

eh Ei tl 


IN THE TWILIGHT 


‘Men say the sullen instrument, 
‘That, from the Master's bow, 
With pangs of joy or woo, 








O my life, not had seasons 
‘That only said, Live and rejoice ? 
‘That not for causes and reasons, 
Bet rande us 6ll Seale ee 
When we went with winds in their 
When Nature and we were 
‘And swe seemed to share ta 10 aaa 
Of the inexhaustible years ? 


ef 
H 
i 
i 

i 
t 


Of a life lived somewhere, I know not 
In what diviner 


A something so shy, it would shame 
make it a show, 









to the new it 





ides, 
ald evermuch ; 











No feet avail ; to 
itself 


hear it 
‘The song must 


They said the fairies tript no more, 
“Tun bat ake fools peatorsl to ave 
Barth's nnd 


Pan leaps and all sammer 

‘The fait patter stem PET 
Would we but doff our lenses strong, 
And trust our wiser eyes’ delight. 


City of Eitland, just without 


hy gate ao shut to hard wil 
countersign of | lost — 
"ho fetal ‘oan ths chamber 


Tinos Se oes ree 
Bat trust our haman heart for all; 
Wonders that from the seeker fly 
Into an open sonse may fall. 
The password of the un 
Seek it, thou canst not bribe 
Unsought, they whisper it 


Hide in thine own soul, and surprise 
es 








POEMS OF THE WAR 





POEMS OF 


THE WASHERS OF THE SHROUD 


OCTOBER, 1861 
Lowell wrote at some to C, E. Norton 
concerning the production poom. 


a 
li 


iit 
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THE WAR 


Their halos, wavering thistle downs of 
Te ty hse mek some gon 
st, 
Larighed sol the eclioes, hadi 
alae fled baying down the 
night. 
Then all was silent, till there smote my 
ear 
A movement in the stream that checked 
breath: 


Was it the slow plash of a wading deer ? 
Bh eet “This water is of 


! 
The Sisters wash — ill to 
—s @ shroud, thing 


I, looking then, beheld the ancient Three 
Known to the Greck's and to the North- 
That sith ace ot the mystio Tress 

sit in low e 
Still crooning, as they weave their endless 


One = «Time ‘Time is, and 
as was, is, and Time 


Bo. wrinkled -crones were! thas saa 
But fair as yesterday, to-day, to-morrow, 


To mourner, lover, poet, ever iF 
Something too high for joy, too deep for 


sorrow, 

Thrilled in their tones, and from their 
faces gleamed. 

Still men and nations reap as they have 
strawn,” 

So mg Dar working at their task the 
while; 

“The oe raiment must be cleansed ere 

warns 
For oad Italy? the Sea- Queen's: 


O'er what ae grandens must 






THE WASHERS OF THE SHROUD 





“ Or is it for a younger, fairer corse, 
‘That ‘States like children round 


‘That tamed the wave to be his posting- 
Feller of forests, linker of the seas, 


-bolider, Bamerer, youngest son 


‘The time-old web of the implacable Three: 
Hai siecaven’ far: btn, the young and 


Proud ? 
ee nes em to wear it, — 


Ma there no hope? ” I moaned, “40 strong, 

80 

Our Fowler whose proud bird would brook 
erewhile 

No rival’s swoop in all our western air! 
the ravens, then, in funeral file 

For hit, life’s morn yet golden in his hair? 

“Leave me not hopeless, unpit 

Lsee, half 4 ‘Tell i ae 

‘ing. “hi ed 
he ars Bais elders il mst noe 


Bo traced upon oblivious ocean-sands? 

Must Hesper join the wailing ghosts of 
names?” 

When grass-blades stiffen with red battle- 


Ye deem we choose the vietor and the slain: 
Say, choose we them that shall be leal and 


true 
‘To the heart's longing, the high faith of 
‘Yot there the victory lies, if ye but knew. 
“Three roots bear up Dominion: Know- 

ledge, Will, — ‘5 

twain are strong, but str = 

mia Bs onger yet 
(Otreiience, — "sis the great tap-root that 
Koit roan tho rock of Daty, is not | 

leaven - tempests 
their utmost skill. 
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“Is the doom sealed for Hesper? "Tisnot 
we 

Denounce it, but the Law before all time: 


‘The brave makes danger ity; 
ithe wavoran;paltering with the abate ale 


Dwarfs eto peril: which phall Heaper be? 
“Hath he lot vultures climb his eagle's 
To mae Jove bolts purveyors of thei 
Hath he the Many's plaudits found more 
‘Toon Wisdom? held Opinion’s wind for 
‘hen tet him hearken for the doomstar’ 


“Rough are the steps, slow-hewn in flint= 
jest rock, 

States climb to power by; slippery those 
with gold 

Down which they stumble to eternal mock: 

No chafferer's hand shall long the seeptre 


Who, given a Fate to shape, would sell the 


“Wesing old Sagas, of weal and 
Mysto bectiie fo aleply eateatnaa ae 
Dark sayings are not ours; men hear and 


know, 

See Evil weak, see strength alone in Good, 

Yet hope to stem God's firo with walls of 
stow. 


“Time Was unlocks the riddle of Time Is, 
‘That offers chaise of glory or of gloom 
The solver makes ‘ne Shall Be surely 


i, 

But hasten, Sisters! for even nowthe tomb 

Grates its ‘slow hinge and calls from the 
abyss.” 

“But not for him,” I eried, “not yet for 


im, 


Whose large horizon, westering, star by 
star 
Wins from the void to where on Ocean’s 


rim 
The sunset shuts the world with golden bar, 
Not tlre thews shall fail, his eye grow 
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His shall be larger manhood, saved for 
Not suffering, but faint heart, is worst of 


And he no 


son of craven sires, 
‘Whose eye need 
foes. 


+h confronted with his 


“Tears oe ours, but proud, for those 
wi 

Death's in the foeman’s lines; 

jpeg bagfel pela gee any ere 

‘The wiser ear some text of God divines, 

For the sheathed blade may rust with 
darker sin. 

Sy Se a 
sleep, 

CaN SUL Sea) 

+ Ship of State to harbor 

el aie her battle-lanterns lit, 

And her | 

their leap! 


leash thunders gathering for 
So cried I with clonched hands and passion- 
ate pain, 
Thinking of dete ones Potomac's side; 
Agai @ Joon laughed mocking, and 
‘in 


died, 
While I recalled i 
waking my wandering 
TWO SCENES FROM THE LIFE 
OF BLONDEL 


AUTUMN, 1863 


Scenx I. — Near a castle in Germany. 
°T wenx no hard task, perchance, to win 
‘The popular laurel for my song ; 
*T were only to comply with sin, 
‘And own the crown, though snatched by 


wrong: 
Rather Trnth’s chaplet Jet me wear, 
eh sharp as death its thorns may 
stings 
Loyal to Loyalty, I bear 
‘o badge but of my rightful king. 





should compress, 
I turn in seorn to seek my king. 
Shut in what tower of darkling chance 
Or dungeon of a narrow doom, 
Dream'st thou of battle-nxe and lance 
‘That for the Cross make crashing room ? 
Come! with hushed breath the waits 


In the wild van thy mace’s s 
While doubters parley with their J 
Make thon thine own and ours, my 


O strong to 


icndship ster, 


Who would not die if death light earn 
The right to kiss thy hand, my king ? 





Scrwr I.—An Inn near the Chéiteau of 
Chalus. 


Well, the whole thing is over, and here I sit 
bea in a sling and a milk-seore 
And this flagon of Cyprus must een 


my 
Since what’s left of youth's flame is a 
head flecked with ashes, « 





4 
















I remember I sat in this inn, — 
was vibe, ado young ta 


‘Thad found out what prison King Richard 
‘was in, 

And was spurring for England to push on 

the ransom, 

‘How I scorned the dull souls that sat guz- 
Pica etry sonal aoe asked 
Ww nor 

derision! ey 

Eagar ered ac 6 sty Zee 06 Rishon 

actin benreas ge enka reyt 

How little I dreamed, as I tramped up and 

‘That granting our wish one of Fate's 

at 

I had mine with a vengeance, —my king 
Wiad Satis Lis hots besiness to\ break 

other folks's. 

I might as well join in the safe old tum, 

tum = 

A hero's an excellent londstar, — but, 

bless ye, 

And too ible hero i f 
ay Sd 

*Twixt the poom conceived and the rhyme 
Beers toa terre rovvaing Ghaaan andthe 

‘smi 
wake-up of life, 

"Twixt the Blondel God meant and a 
Blondel I know of! 
But the world’s better off, I'm convinced 

of it now, 

‘Than if heroes, like buns, could be bought 

ce rety 
‘To regard all mankind as their haltered 
milch-cow, 
And just care for themselves. Well, 
iit cates tor the tang, 
recat ne Doce, oid, Rarely Glsakton 
lon, 

Each ont hers adding his mite of un- 
itness, 

And, choosing the sure way of 
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‘You think her old ribs have come all crash- 
Ifa ‘broom snap your 
But her rivets were clinched by a wiser 
Feta eee re 
our sins 
hand from under. : 
Better one honest man who can wait for 
te God’s mind = 
our shifting soene 
poor eo though 
Batter naa DUN as Dosa "Teath’s bathe 
‘Than the hot wine that gushed from the 
vintage of twenty! 
I see it all now: when I wanted a king, 
ae ‘ip that failed in myself 
was — 
°T is so much less to do than to sing, 
So much simpler to Tolga by 8 proxy 
‘Yes, I think I do see: after all’s said and 
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“write of one, 
‘While with dim eyes I think of three,’” 


“Why, lnain't I held "em on my kneo ? 
Did n't E love to see ‘em ', 
Three likely Inds ex wal conld bo,” — 
and one knows of whom Lowell was thinking. 


Bexxaru the trees, 
My lifelong friends in this dear spot, 
Sad now for eyes that see them not, 
T hear the autumnal breeze 
Wake the dry leaves to sigh for gladness 


gone, 
Whispering omens of oblivion, 

eat, restos aa the bens, 
‘Time's grim fect rustling through th with- 


ered grace 
Of many a spreading realm and strong- 
stemmed race, 
Even as my own through these. 


Why make we moan 

For loss that doth enrich us yet 

With upward yearnings of regret ? 
Blenker than unmossed stone 


With kaen vibrations frnma the touah @iviae 
OF noble natures gone. 


"T were indisoreet 
To vex the shy and sacred ret 
With harsh obtrusions of relief; 


| 





Yet, Verse, with noiscless feet, 

Go whisper “This death hath far choieer 
e 

‘Than slowly to impearl in hearts of friend ; 

"These °t is meet é 


Not to seclude te closets of the heart, 
But, churebvlike, with wide doarways, te 
impart 
Even to the heedless street.” 
nu 
Brave, good, und true, 
Tans bit Suc batsea 6 
‘And read again on that young brow, 
Where every hope was new, 
How sweet were life! Yet, by the mouth 


ty 
And look made up for Duty’s utmost debt, 
T could divin he pee 
That ve within the sulphurous hostile 


ines, 
In the mere wreck of nobly-pitched designs, 
Plasks heatto-oaee, aad 208 rand 


Happy their end 
Who vanish down lifo’s evening stream 
Placid as swans that drift in dream 

Round the next river-bend ! 
Happy long life, with honor at the eloso, 
Friends’ painless tears, the softened thought 


of foes ! 
And yet, like him, to 
All at a gush, keeping our faith sure 
From mid-life’s doubt and eld’s content 
ment poor, 
What more could Fortune send ? 


Da reed eet a 
_ On the red rampart’s slippery swell, 
With heart that bent « charge, he fell 
Foe , a8 fits a man 5 
But the high soul buras on to light men's 


- feet 
Where death for noble ends makes dying 


_ sweet 5 
His life her crescent’s span 


ith share 


Orbs fall in their undarkening 
Who ever climbed the battailous steeps of 
praise 
Since valor’s praise began. 
m 


His life's expense 
Hath won him cocternal youth 








mood 
Our wali of circumstance 
Cleared at a bound, he flashes o’er the 
A sly shape of fame, to cheer the 
Bot uial soak warasing giasie 


And die as thine have done t 
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And she that bare the promise of the 
Within her sides, now hopeless, helmless, 
At random o’er the wildering waters 
‘The reek of battle drifting slow alee 
ree 
Not sullener than we. 
Morn came at last to into our 
When lo, a sail! Row warely baton 
The red cross flames aloft, Christ's pledge ; 


no, 
Her black guns grinning hate, she rushes 
And ae the leak! Ay, so 





Sink, then with curses franght!™ 


T loaned against. still angey-hok, 
Ad my id ingted with the tar eld 


This scorn methought was erueller than 
‘The manly death-grip im the buttle- 
Yard-am 0 yarkarm, wore more fondly 
‘Than such fear-smothered war. 
There our foe wallowed, like a wounded 
‘The fiereer for his hurt. What now 
were 2 
Onset at st FSS ne 
If right or wrong in this God's world of 


ours 
Be leagued with mightier powers ? 





POEMS OF 





Some, faintly loyal, felt their 
With the dow bat ‘eat dock and fn 


Some, eaititt, would have struck the starry 
‘Phat tits us with our past, and makes 


deeds high-hearted as were ever done 
* Neath the all-seeing sun. 


But there was one, the Singer of our crew, 
Upon whose head Age waved his pence- 
ful sign, 


Bat whose sed heart'e-blood no surrender 
knew; 
And eoachant wader brows of massive 


y ike beneath 
3 ayaa | hanged wth Lelags yet 


‘The voices of the hills did his obey; 
‘The torrents flashed and tumbled in his 


song; 
Recipe ocx’ maki “Golda frord far 


away, 
Or cet us ‘mid the innumerable throng 
Of dateless woods, or where we heard the 


calm 
Old homestead’s evening psalm. 


But now he sang of faith to things unseen, 
Of eae birthright given to us in 


And wor doughty cheer he spoke be- 
Freie al) exrtity cea ocr ak 
Matcher tas that duty, old as Time and 
Of being brave and true. 
We, ere learned what makes the 
Manhood fi back aces constant as a 
His yolos rammed home our eauion, edged 


our swords, 
And Seat ale boarders shouting; shroud 


‘The winds with loftier mood. 


In our dark hours he manned our guns 
again; 





And al we praise? God's praise was 


‘hod on cur fH lnweae bo Soc 
Himself our bravest crown. 


ODE RECITED AT THE HAR- 
VARD COMMEMORATION 


JULY 21, 1865 


Man 
In a playful I letter to Mine Ne 
somewhat of a reaction four days after the ‘on 
livery of the he wrote: * Wate T not so 
rapt with the fervor of conception a» I haw 
‘not been these ten page =~ Senay 
tape and mys flea, these ibutes tow! 
scare Kn 


f 
ies 


" ‘The next day ina 

TT'have not got cool yet (I mean 

and lie awake might, thinking 
verses might 
Twenty 


i 


z lil 


t writing 
it clear. cand took fon the morning of the 

day to Child. ‘I have Peek 

yet know what it is, or whether it will do. 
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in the litera scripta manet, and the confounded 
ings make mouths at ux when we try to 
alter, but I think this may do: — 
addon the cauuon's lie, hed while the sword. 
(Stanza ¥.) 
On looking farther, I find to my intense dis- 
a verse without a mate in the last stanza 
1 Ee ad am gle paper Te E had 
only kept my mauuseript! We must read 
‘And bid ber navies, that so lately hurled 
‘Their crashing battle, bold their thunders in,’ 





or else the poor * world’ just below will have 
no law of gravitation to hol by. I 
know I something better ly, but I 
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to buoy up and save 


. 
From Letho’s dreamless ooze, the common 






i! 
aia! Ane fit a He iia 


of tie 


it ce H 


Our trivial song to bowor those who come 
With cars attuned to strenuous 


A 








divine 
‘Their higher instinct knew 
‘Those love her best who to themselves are 


Aad what they dar to dream of, ace to 


Our slender fe rune sippling by, and 


Inte th lent hallow of the past; 
‘What is there that abides 

‘To make the next age better for the last ? 
fee ee tae 

a for here that shall 


Some more substantial boon 
a read NE de 


dross, 
Life seems a jy Laps festering 
Only seoure in « ‘one’s conni 
i vacaseont ct toGtage paid wi oss, 


Bibere wo poor appein jrkod by saeeen 


‘After oar little hour of strat and ray, 
With all our pasteboard passions and de- 


sires, 
Loves, hates, ambitions, and immortal res, 
ae pell-mell together in 


a Hay no peje aes 
mates ai a seraceieh 
es co likeness still we shape our 


Ab, there is something here 


Unfathomed by the cynic’s sneer, 


EE 


Of God’s pure altar 
Roasts mate Seares the war of tongue and. 


Learns wi ii what dowdy yee a 
And, Perle pee 





state with shock of 
a day th lh lee 
And cries rey is «Wasi then, my 
praise, 


maa serie Prove now 
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beautiful to see 
‘Once more a shepherd of mankind indeed, 
Who eh ene al oer loved 
One whose meek flock the people joyed to 


Not jured by any chent of birth, 
his clear-grained human worth, 
grace is dusts 
‘Thy could not choose but trust 
Inthat sare-footed mind’s unfaltering skill, 
‘And supple-tempered will 





‘That bent like perfect steel to: 
mTiresting to thin air osc cua ona 
Afe'nark nom, now lst a vapors 
Fruitful and friendly for all human 

Yet alto igh to heaven and loved af ot 


est 
Nothing of Europe 
Or, then tape nting moroward 


, 
Ere any names of Serf and Peer 
Could Nature’s equal scheme deface 
And thwart her genial will; 

Here was a type of the true elder race, 
ee men talked with us 


1 site hin boty fo wore doo lla 

mn i. were - 
‘And some innative we must be 
In him who condescends to vi 


Such as the Present a and eae al 
a8 t gi i 
Safo in himself as in's fate, 
So always firmly he: 
He knew to bide his time, 
Stil patient sn his almple faith subline, 
in his sim} ‘sul 
"Til tho wise years decide, 
eee areoreiany with their guns and 
iene pate judgment for the hour, 
But at silence comes; 
‘These all are gone, and, standing like # 
tower, 


Our children shall behold his fame. 
‘The kindly-earnest, brave, foreseeing 
man, 
Sagacions, patient, dreading. praise, not 
0, 
New birth of our new soil, the first Amer 
ican, 
vir 


‘Long as man’s hope insatinte can discern 
Or only guess some more inspiring 


Odaide of Self, endoring as the pole, 
Along whose course the axles barn 
Of raisin |, earth's man- 

brood; 


al 
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And, set in Dango’ van, re hap 


Piped rs 
one has the noblest of ue yea 


vit 


‘Woe ait here in the Promised Land 
See with Freedom's rd and 


mee Banaes ft fi silk. 
#80) feuaes 4. 
‘e welcome back our bravest and our 


bests — 
Ah me! not all! some come not with the 
rest, 
ines 


Into a dirge, and dic away, in pain. 
Ta ieta eave ranks I only nee te 
Thinking of dear on whom the 


Dark to the tivinph which they dled to 


Fitlier may others greet the living, 
For me the past is unforgiving; 
I with uncov 
Salute the snered teal 
epee eee. whio return not.— Say not 
so! 


lamb 


°T is not the of Canaan that 
But the higu'fatth that failed not by i 


Visto tes pt that end not in he 


No bar of elem night exile the braves 
Wate eoeen aioe that stayed be~ 


Blow, all your exultations blow! 
For never their aureoled lack: 
Isee them muster in a gl 

With ever-youthfal brows that nobler show; 
We find in our dull road their shining 


truck 
We feo the oriext of heir opi 
Part of our life's ssa pol, 


Beautiful evermore, and with the rays 
OE ors ee ie ire Shales oe Epo 


oo 


Bat is there to save 
SiaenalY aaa 


As noisy once as we; idols? in; 
Shadows S reo whl at eae aa 


Te dines driven by that impetous 
of forrushing ‘Time that here doth 


_ciaa cet ee batt 

— mselves 
still shift ca 

Gals mee mi more Heder make pre~ 


Beno lo 5 a life-estate is Wits 
bit 
Ths oumnhap Hoey Coste fos aS 
Leaves are we, whose decays no harvest 
sow. 
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eps we vanish 
Shall forceless in the dark 
Save to make green their little 


‘Or deepen pansies for a aires 
Whonew ty anare = 


her, or earth 


wind, 
SH ei ein hs 


He ec 
Las apt heel yedipaker pang 


— png 


ee proudly-hidden 


Is covered up erelong from mortal eyes 
With thoughtless drift of the decidious 


ears; 

Bat that high privilege that makes all 
men peers, 

‘That leap of heart whereby a rise 


to = a 's height, 
And, flamed on c 


Crate 
but grow we ond ht, 
aS swift validity if noble veins, 
danger and disdaining 
ee 


Byes set on flame 
tpi that flies all contact base 
Bay wraps its chosen with angelic might, 
Poise areca pecisimtt gtieg 
‘Sure as the sun, Feinal fas light, 
‘These hold great futures in their lusty 


reins 
And certify to earth a new imperial race. 


x 
Who now shall sneer? 
Who dare 








Dumb are those names erewhile in battle 


'| Dream-footed as the shadow of a cloud, 


‘They flit across the ear: 
alive 


+e 
‘Tell us not 
us| Mapburg sd Guin were ‘hin bloods 
ae 
Down from some victor in a border-brawil 
; | aataned ith one Lact 22 thet ote aia 


wreath 
Our brave for honor’s blazon shall 
Pings whose desert a rescued ation 


en baal ttteansss, gel trumpet hears 
Se Neen tingling ngling Rarope's sullen 


Lofty be its mood and grave, 
Not without martial Magh 


Little right has he to sing 
‘Through whose heart in such an hour 


need, and then 
Pols gin hgh thy 


Feeling his soul wel g oy iy ly tall 


Touched but in 


Come ‘ben, then, noble pelie/ aed 
her dower! 























waves { 
eae ee 
Banners, with triumph, bend your 
eter eats 
mountain-] 
Let beacon-ire to pata 
Katahdin tell Monadnock, Whiteface 


And 80 on in light from sea to sea, 
wR the gla 


Read nave 09 oak 
Across a kindling continent, 
‘ing earth feel more firm and air breathe 


wer: 
“Be proud! for she is saved, and all have 
halped to save her 
Sho that lifts up tho manhood of the 
oor, 
She of the open soul and open door, 
With room about her hearth for ‘all 
mankind ! 
‘Tho firo is dreadful in her eyes no 
‘more ; 
From her bold front the helm she doth 
‘unl 
Sends all her handmaid armies back to 
in, 
bids her navies, that so late 
hurled z 
Their crashing battle, hold their thun- 
Swimming like birds of calm along the 
ereertat phos ee 





She calls her children back, and waits 
the morn 
Of nobler day, enthroned between her sub- 
ject seas.” 
x 
Bow down, dear Land, for thou hast found 
‘Thy Get tn these distompered 
in 
Hath tanght thee the sure wi: of 
His 
And through thine enemies bath wrought 
Ho poonst thy borders ab aay 
Lifi'to the jester skies man’s enfran- 
O Beautiful! my Country ! ours once 


We rock not what we gave thee; 
We will not dare to doubt thee, 
But ask whatever else, and we will dare! 


L’ENVOI 
TO THE MUSE I find the rock where thou didst rest, 
‘The moss thy skimming foot hath i. 

Warrerr? Albeit I follow fast, All Nature with shy ipantien 

Tn all life’s circuit I but find, Like branches after birds new-flown; 
Not where thou art, but where thou wast, Thy hill and hollow fills 

Sweet beckoner, more fleet than wind ! - With hints of virtue not their own; 
I haunt the pine-dark solitudes, In dimples still the water s] 

With soft m silence Where thou hast di thy Sages 
And plot to snare thee in the woods Tust, just forever 

Peace I o'ertake, but thou art fled! leams of a grace without return; 





348 L'ENVOI 
‘Upon thy shade I plant my foot, As where Milan's pale Duomo lies 
And h my frame strange raptures ca ee = 

3 
All of thee but I grasp; in & quaint device, 
a ara to fold thy Iarlag Abapey ‘And sees, above the dity’s dite 
eee? | | eee. 

over 
- ‘To wealth’s and heauty’s inmost keep; 

‘One mask and then another Across the sand of bar-room floors 
And thou art secret as before: Mid the stale reek of boosing boors; 
Sometimes with flooded ear I list, Where browse the hay-field’s fragrant 
And hear thee, wondrous organist, heats, 
From mi; continental stops Or the flail-heart of Autumn beats; 
A thunder of new music pour. I dog thee through the market's throngs 
‘Through pipes of earth and air and stone | To where the sea with myriad tongues 
ee tae aeeent ¢ green edges of the pier, 
Through mountains, forests, open downs, And the tall ships that eastward 
Lakes, railroads, prairies, states, and towns, | Curtsy their farewells to the town, 
Thy gathering fugue gose rolling O'er the curved dit A 
From Maine to utmost Oregon; I follow allwhere for thy sake, 
‘The factory-wheels in cadence Touch thy robe’s hem, but ne'er o’ertake, 
From brawling concords come; Find where, scarce yet ‘ing, lies, 
All this I hear, or seem to hear, Warm thy lintbe, thy last H 
But when, enchanted, I draw near But thou another shape hast d 
To mate with words the various theme, And lurest still just, just beyond ! 
ee But here Iknow eee 
i an i & voice, ow not 
For thou hast slipt from it and me ‘Thrills clearly through my inward sense, 
And all thine organ-pipes lft dumb, Saying : “See where she sits at home 
Most mutable Perversity ! Whils thou in search of hor dost roam f 
N. L still must seek, tT Whisls humadlag by Gna pena 
fot ill must ummanin| 
Rast apes tank ext Sayynech es |\(n whan the Mabey sual ara 
Sfriine te talline beat tide ce Ee ey ere 

10 swel unt) y the tinkling 
‘That floods to Towne into port, Tt modulates ‘mirth 
‘Trop! Senate-ball and Court; | With that sweet serious undertone 


Thy presence fect and rare, 
Makin the Mob a moment fine 
With glimpses of their own Divine, 
As in their demigod they see 

i ideal soaring 


It was thy breath that brushed m; 
Bat vainly it 
I dive for thee, the moment's pearl, 

Through every shape thou well canst 


run, 
Proteus, "twixt rise and set of sun, 
Well pleased with logger-camps in Maine 








Of duty, musie all ber own; 
Still as of old she sits and 


‘The boy’s first love, the man’s 
‘The budding and the fall o’ the leaf; 

















Shall 
M lish, nor deigns Shall head upon her knee, 
Her love to him that and plains; in ih enchant itt the 


With proud, averted face she stands ‘Phat thou shalt bear the life-blood flow 
‘To him that wooes with empty hands. From farthest stars to grass-blades low, 
Make thyself free of 's ‘And find the Listener's scionco still 

Pull down thy barns and greater A ‘Transcends the Singer's deepest skill !” 


THE CATHEDRAL 


‘To 
MR. JAMES T. FIELDS 


My pran Frxups: ¥ 

Dr. Johnson's sturdy self- Jed him to invent the Bookseller as a substitute for 
the Patron. My relations with you hav’ enabled me to discover how the 
Friend may replace the Bookseller, Let me reoord my wonse of many meee 
vices by associating your name with * poem which owes its appearance in this form to 
your partiality. 


Cordially yours, 
s J. R, LOWELL. 
Cammmuper, November 2, 1869. 
Monthly for J: srergetgebyt en Stas Nowtoey “1 per ek ee iy 
tic for January, 1870, but was forton: 
od in & me by iteelf wit traumed me at last and bore me nS ak 
changes and additions. ‘The poem was a4 my poor lungs will bear into the heaven 
at apparently with something of the lo of invention. T was happy writing it,, and 
Which wo aro wont to ascribe to so stooped in if that if written fo ou 
the builders of actual Tt was writ- it would have been in blank vere. It i a 
ten in the summer of 1809 and returned to kind of religious poem, and is called A Day at 
frequently before publication, "When in Chartres, .. . L can't tell. yet how it will 
‘of the work he Mr. Howells, stand. Already I am beginning to—te—you 
then editor of the tlante,* Uptotimeindsed! now what I mean—to taste my champagne 
fear is not about time, 
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“r+ 
to end in a continuous line would go clear Mr, Ruskin, To the former Lowell wrote ; 
round the cathedral they celebrate, and nobody il 
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t go 
did. I wrote in pencil, then co) tout in 


Far through the memory shines a happy 

Cloudles: ‘of care, down-shod to every 
sense, 

And sim fect from its own resource, 

chin beter cee 

Illuminate seclusion swung in air, 


Such days are not the prey of 
eens iol win ae ot aber 


thought; = 
Like words made by poets dead, 
Wherein the music of all meaning is 
‘The sense hath garnered or the soul 


divined, 
mingle with our life's ethereal 
ee ate deri eel a 


Lan recall, nay, present sti! 
Parts of ie Poctebe oe ny aia. 
Days that hoor farther off than Homer's 


* now 

Ere yet the child had londened to the boy, 

And, elane fom playmates, fod per 
force 

Companionship in things that not denied 

Nor granted ‘holly; ma Nature’s wont, 

Who, safe in uncontaminate reserve, 

Ea ee ee he 

And mocks with various of ourselves. 


‘Theso first sweet frauds upon our con- 
sciousness, 
That blend the sensual with its imaged 


world, 
‘These virginal cognitions, gifts of morn, 








: 


maturely 


Hf 


cool 


ful 


af 


Ere cape noisy, and slowerfooted 
Mb 

Can the rapture of the senso, 

7 thr between ourselves and what we 

Have som in them divine. 


Vainly the eye, once schooled to serve the 


With pains deliberate studies to renew 
The vision; second-thoughts 


sense, 
too long and closely : at a flash 
We snatch the essential grace of meaning 


To shores inhospitable of eldest time, 
Till blank foreboding of earth-gendered 
wers, 
Bicone te ee 
en 
Misgavo him, and repnganized ne te | 
‘Yet, by some subtler touch of sympathy, 


Berples the eye with plotures feo willl 
‘This hath poets dream of lives 





fore.) 
In worls fantastical, more far than ours 
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cheats half- 
So Memory us, glimpsing 


Even as I write she tries her wonted 
In that continuous redbreast boding rain: 


I know not how it is with other men, 

s, deciphering myself; 
elt is so felt nevermore. 
relish at sensation’s brim 

best ferment of the wine, 


ernie: with noonday, under simmering 


‘And pulled the pulpy oxhearts, while aloof 

An oriole clattered und the robins shrilled, 
nouncing me an alien and a thief: 

One morn of autumn lords it o'er the rest, 

ete toes wetclec Fe eabsleares 


Balancing softly earthward without wind, 
Or twirling with director impulse down 
On those vain yesterday, now barbed with 


While I grew pensive with the pensive : 
And once I learned how marvellous winter 


When past the fenco-rails, downy-gray with 
I Pesaked siyeninrons o'er the spangled 
‘That made familiar fields scom far and 
PME oa gtset sen that whiten tedlaly 


In ghastly solitude about the pole, 


gleam relentless to the unsetting sun: 
Tustant the candid chambers of my brain 





‘The world's a woman to our ahifting 

Toulap iain ae mallng dun weeny 

And therefore ‘wo the more persuade ou 
selves 
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ypture 
rstery of its i i 
be Bet babo tte fet worsen ora} 
eae ever felt delight of wings 
when, 


ea 

himself, he followed his high heart 

‘To swim on sunshine, masterless as wind; 

And I believe the brown earth takes deli; 

In the new snowdrop looking back at her 
ver 


Eee 
i 
é 


But, if in nothing else, in us there is 
A sense fastidious hardly reconciled 


Shoved in for Tarsus and hitehed back for 


I blame not in the soul this daint 
Rasher of surfeit than a humming-| 
In things indifferent by sense purveyed; 
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Tt her an immortality 

Sat Cakslan tains or expatante, 

‘This unthrift housekeeping that will not 
A diah warmed-over at the feast of life, 
And finds Twice stale, served with what- 


‘ever sauce. 
Nor matters much how it may go with me 
Who dwell in Grub Street and am proud to 


With igh 
Bringer of life, witching each sense to soul, 


, an ear 
‘Musio where nono is, and a keener pang 


Of exquisite surmise out 


Vexing with sense of exile; hers shall be 
‘The invitinte firstlings of 

Vibrations felt bat once and felt life Tong: 
Oh, more than half-way turn that Grecian 


Upon me, while with self-reboke I 1, 
On the plain fillet that confines thy hair 
In conscious bounds of seeming uncon- 


straint, 
‘The Naught in overplus, thy race's badge! 
‘Ono feast for hor I secret]: i 
Dathnt OL World we steucgely feastiful 
‘To us the disinherited of eld, — 
A day at Chartres, with no soul beside 


To roil with pedant prate m serene 
aod ah bo tee etna obg ok cceanenee: 


I 





HI 
it 
eH 
Ht 
j 


if 
[: 
if 
7 
=! 


ae 

a 

EB 

ee 

i 
F 

EE 
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Hf 
i 

if 
EF 
i ; 
i 


ily 
Ht 
iG 
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F 
g 
i 
FA 
; 
E 
: 
i 


And each Ereendas 5 aca 
Keen-eyed for every chink of undiaguise. 
56) sitang, Steet yroleenaaay was 
A life wide-windowed, all q 
Or cxctaies"dowvn 4, okie Sevactanetl 
jane 

‘The rites to the i — 
Witk outward susee hslsughed al aad 
T followed fine instinct in 

Thy lo unbend’ tbe froma be ooa 

__ thought, F 

Cnfroind with the intr’ eat oe. 
Silent as 5 
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‘That hears afar the breeze-borne rote and 
shocks of surf that clomb 


down the bafiled decuman, 
oops e oage 
From the egrent tides 
LT stood \atere the the triple northern port, 

Whore dedicated shapes of snnts aad Kings, 
Stern faces bleared with immemorial 
Looked down benignly grave and 


Totem! to have heard. it said by learnsd 


Who drench you with sesthetics till you feel 
Rigi a 


ovis inqui 
ee ee 
es acon eae see ie its perfect- 


ness, 
Unanswerable as Euclid, self-contained, 


‘The one finished in this hasty world, 
Forerer finsed, though the barbarous pif 

, stamp out 
Shee Miantesela eoultl be epoced. 


But ah! this other, this that never saat, 
Still climbing, luring fancy still to oli 
As fall of morals hal-div é 
Graceful, je, with ever new surprise 
Caer 
as nij , airy-light as fern, 

nee ions self i rs aaa 
Witton ‘one long sigh of infinite release 

m pedantries past, present, or to coxa 

looked, and owned myself a happ} 

yo blood is mine, ye architects hs dream, 
Builders of aspiration incomplete, 
So more consummate, souls self-confident, 
Who “ates own thought worthy of re- 


In monumental pomp! No Grecian 
ebuko tes wins that leap with indeed 


Eiiseb eeiy ela, to the mothantongee: 


-divined as life, 





[Ani fren ha Grogs oR oncalan en 
Bolants rain bast, Sranog the Ga blew 


Homeric juie though brimmed in Odin's 
Sole sie ee eels 
‘That from the height gleamed seaward 
Bocas soa secs ee aera 





spire, molten now in dri mist, 
itunes 3 
The carvings Sones new with 


the sunshine which they seem to 


Meet symbol ‘of the senses and the soul, 
And the hols Die grim with the North- 
man’ 
OF life and death, ana. doves, telslenaal 
fee, — 
These were before me; and I gazed 
abashe 


Child of an age that lectures, not creates, 
Plastering Onn real Teas ner 


Past, 
And twitating round the work of langer 
{As wo had builded what wo but doface. 


Far up the great bells wallowed in it 
pate o'er the 
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Culpa: tc lec lomab inne to Po 


st keeps tong ont iss from 
Foe, ore saa stra ack but self- 
i on 


Shall we treat Him as if He were a child 
‘That knew not His own purpose ? nor dare 


trust 
The Rock of to their chemi tests, 

Lest some all base divine 
Should os under us, ved in 


The arbied. eye that with a glance discerns 

In a dry blood-speck between ox and man 
Sar eli a ce ile 

behind the egg, 

Te eee ee tio ty 

Where suns and icuous 

As the poor blood-disks in our mortal 
veins. 

Each age must worship its own thought of 


M less earthy, clarifyin, 
With Soe pment ie 


Today's ot ee truth To-morrow proved 


Frail as frost-landscapes on a window-pane. 
Meanwhile Thow smilodst, Paget 
At Thought’s own substance made a cage 


for Thought, 
OEE ee Tocked fast with her own mas- 


Nor aise Pow reek what image man 
make 


OF his owe shadow onthe lowing wor 
‘The climbing instinct was enough for Thee. 
Or a then, an ebbing tide that 
Strewn abet dead miracle those eldest 
For men to ce and dryly lecture on, 
z feet ip pable of flood ? on 
wit ts to 
matched 
virtue in their mantles left below; 
tho soul live on other men’s report, 
Herself a pleasing fable of herself ? 
Man cannot be 's outlaw if he would, 
Rae ttaliesoad kiss ta His savealot eames 


— 








But Nature still shall search some crevice 
out 

With messages of splendor from that 
Source 


ich, dive he, sonr he, baftles still and 
This life were brutish did we not some 
Have intimation clear of wider 


Hints of occasion infinite, to 
‘The soul alert with noble discon! 


Or on the hillside, always unforewarned, 

A grace of being, 

‘That beckons and is gone,—a i 

Upon is own impinging, with swift 
| pcape F 

OF spacious circles luminous with 

To which the ubstaron oti 
own 

Seems but gross cloud to make that visible, 


Would strive to make them trite and 
ritual ? 


I, that still pray at morning and at 
eyteey then ioe that feed us from the 


Past, 
And than Plato = 
prizing more things 
At that best academe, a mother’s knee, 


Thrice in my life perhaps have truly — 
Lain 


Wont tra mt ose, sept of 
By Faith ooutsived against our rake 
Or him who, ‘ho, cruel-kind, would fain obseure, 

rap 
Were others worship Ibu look and longs 


For, ough not recreant to my 


a ee. IES: 
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1 forms to me are wearin, and most 
Bepreeineg! 


ul 

Pees Seaton se caeraney gaa’ ar 
Words that have drawn transcendent mean- 
From the best passion of all bygone ti 
Steeped with tears of triumph 
remorse, 
Sweet with all sainthood, cleansed in mar- 


ie ee ee 
We cannot make each meal a sacrament, 
Nor with our tailors be disbodied souls, — 
We men, too conscious of earth’s comedy, 
see two sides, with our posed selves 


del 
my stakes can be sublime ! 


sft 

a 
iF 
8 


2 
: 


ae 
i=} 
ae 


supernatural in modern clothes. 
Perhaps the deeper faith that is to come 
Will see God wr in the strenuous doubt, 
‘Than in the creed held as an infant's hand 
Holds purposeless whatso is placed therein. 


it is drift, not progross, none the less, 
wh the old sextant of the fathers" creed, 


Wo aia new-risen stars, 
And, a lip-loyal to what once was truth, 
Smuggle new meanings under i 

names, 


Unconscious perverts of the Jesuit, Time. 
hangs wth the mask that all Continuance 


To oie 7 youngsters harmlessly amused ; 
Meanwhile tome’ lingo mow wate 


ic eport ik Ow old ayaa leat ot, 








Of ancient order feels its bases 
eee glance io ae 


From eldest Ind? This Western giant 
coarse, 

Soe refinements which he Incks him= 

Laws tno heeds the ancestral hierar 


Ench sank dips oe the next above 
Tn ess gradation fixed as fate, 
King by mere |, OF 
aught 
Of haan ‘unction than the sweat of toil: 
In his om strength sufficient; called to 


On the rough edges of society, 
Problems .s peek agra He few, 
And peor what elsewhere men re 


As gifts of deity; tough pig Pay 


Where every man °s hit 
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kings ? 
Or Judge self-made, executor of laws 
By him not first voted on? 
For him no tree of is forbid, 
Or sweeter if forbid. How save the ark, 
Or holy of holies, a day 
From his unseru ity 
‘That everything as if to buy, 


‘That made earth gracious once with gentler 
Now the rude hands have caught the trick 


‘of thought 
And claim an equal suffrage with the 
bala? 


out 
‘The goutier foot of speechless dignities, 
Who, mest Coan self, would slap 


back, 
Call him “Old Horse,” and challenge to a 
My a draw braver air, my breast 
With ampler manhood, and I front both 
world: 


iit, as my natural fiefs, 


s, 
Of sense ands} 
‘To shape and then reshape them as I will. 





‘Tt was the eg man’s charter; why not 
How forfeit ? when deposed in other hands ? 
fae siesta Orel 2 Dost in him fore- 


A new avatar of the large-limbed Goth, 
To » or seem to break, tradition’s 


lue, 
And chase to dreamland back tl 
* thy gods 
I think man’s soul dwells nearer to the 


With spiritual summons, dreamed or hoard, 
As sometimes, just ere sleep seals up the 





hands, yet fairer 
By ar eign o pious aay reared 
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‘To the influence sweet of Athens and of 


And old Judwa’s of secret fire, 


Spite of himself urely learn to know 
SO oe ay nore ileal of Licncle, 
large-hearted, bro- 


t 
Of an unfinished life that sways the world, 
Shall tower as sovereign emblem over all. 


we shift 
‘Our dwelling to escape him; aloft 
‘On the load of ho d-stuff he 


went} 
For, where the mind goes, goes old furni- 
ture. 


I, who to Chartres came to feed my eye 
And give to Fancy one clear holiday, 
Scarce saw the minster for the thoughts it 


Buzzing o'er past and future with vain 
est. 
Here oe there stood a homely wooden 
church, 
Which ee! devotion nobly changed for 


‘That echoes vaguely to my modern steps. 
By suffrage unfrersal it was baile, 

As practised then, for all the country eame 
From far as Rouen, to give votes for God, 
Each vote a block of stone securely laid 
Obedient to the master’s deep-mused plan. 











Tote gar foretimag snd so long as 

i 
ing with pride that here, at least, 
were men 

Who meant and did the noblest thing they 


And pows sell better under vaulted 


spoke, 
So fiercely practical, so keen of eye, 


Find out, some day, that nothing pays but 

Served whither on the smokeshut battle: 

In work obscure done honestly, or vote 

For truth unpopular, or faith maintained 

‘To ruinous convictions, or good deeds 

Wrov for good’s sake, mindless of 

fiat ev ase tl 

learn 

FP ence aati cot, boop ae 
sense, 

Is but « trick of this world’s 

A desert-born mirage of spire and. 

Or find too late, the Past’s long lesson 
missed, 

That dust the prophets shake from off 
their feet 

Grows keery to drag down eS 
wi 

I know not; but, sustained by sure belief 

‘That man still rises level with the height 

CE eoae oipenrnees or makes 

Such, if the ay ee 

T gaze round on windows, pride of 
France, 

Each the bright gift of some mechanic 

Who eed thie city and thought gold well 

t 

‘To mak> ber beantiful with piety; 

I transfigured by some stripe of 

And my mind throngs with shining augur- 
ies, 

Circle on circle, bright as i 

ul cite ie rane 

‘The signal to blow news of good to men. 


4 
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bl the mob’s baser mind 
To bubbles of ete iloted conceit, 
Thou shrinkest, up thy skirts, to 


In pean of solitary thought 
private virtue strong in self-restraint, 
Must we too forfeit thee misunderstood, 
Content with names, nor inly wise to know 
‘That best oe perish of their own ex- 


And avait fee "er-driven becomes defect ? 
Nay, is indeed that we have 
eit aes ta 


ch a glided menadlike and 


‘A shape of vepor, mother of vain dreama 

‘And mutinous traditions, specious plea 

OF the glaived tyrant and long-memoried 
priest ? 


I walked bd forth saddened; for all thought 


Boorse 2 bittacish vos in tho eas 
Tonic, it may be, not delectable, 

And turned, reluctant, for a parting look 
‘At those old weather-pitted images 

OF bygone struggle, now a sternly calm. 
About their sho built 


And sited oe from gray perch 
Now on a nite 
Irreverent}; 
How con 


, NOW a crown, 
ile I thought 
ae were, what careless 


hearts 

Flew on those lightsome wings and shared 
the sun, 

A larger shadow crossed; and looking up, 


Ae 





IT 
he sprov-i td eke ee 


With sdblong bead hat watcod the joy 
Grim Norman baron o'er this olan of Kells. 


OL all beads to an oqual praia eoahiored 
On level with the dullest: and ex 
(Sick of no worse distem them- 


oS 
the ce Tfeblood of me men’s souls; 
Monewhi ile, 10 


premise sparrow 

Draw’st sure conclusion of the hawk above, 

Pleased with the soft - billed songster, 
leased no less 

With the fierce beak of natures aquiline. 


Bo beautiful Old Time, now hid away 
In the oe valley of ee 
Haphy olen Arthur, till thy wound be 


the sword and crown 


‘To dwellers round its bases but a heap 
Of barren obstacle that lairs the storm 
And the irre 's silent bolt holds back 
Leashed with a hair,—meanw some 


a clown, 
Hereditary delver of the plain, 
Sees it un unmoved vision of repose, 
Nest of the morning, at conjectures there 
‘The dance of streams to shepherds’ 
And fies Babitations softly hung ei 

slopes, or hid in valleys 

Por hay men. No mortal ever dreams 
‘That the seant isthmus he encamps upon 
Between two oceans, one, the Stormy, 


And one, the Peaceful, yet to venture on, 
Has been that future’ whereto prophets 


For thi feifictent of Earth's cheated hope, 
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Shall be that past which nerveless poets 
fay tes keer appectaniey of sag? 

(or sone nn wee i 
Even as the roots, shut in the darksome 
Stare in tho tree-top's joyance, and con- 
Tae pccahsa sordid ak wad wingéd 











men, 
Of other witness of Thyself than Thou, Missed in the commonplace of miracle. 
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ODE 


READ AT THE ONE HUNDREDTH ANNI- 
VERSARY OF THE FIGHT AT CONCORD 
‘BRIDGE 


tg APRIL, 1875 


Who cometh over the hills, 
Her nts with morning sweet, 


The leaden footstep of Care 
Leaps to the tune of her pace, 
Fairness of all that is fair, 
Grace at the heart of all 
Sweetener of hut and of hall, 
Bringer of life out of pais 
om, oh, fairest of 
The daughters of Time and Thought! 


1 
She cometh, cometh to-day: 
Hark! alec oer ra 
Sending a through your clay, 
Tidak thes sod there, $0 dead, 
Her nurulings and champions ? 
Do ye not hear, a8 she comes, 
‘The bay of the deep-mouthed guns, 
The fabering rote of the drums? 
The 
How 


the: 
Crying, “She eae 1 prepare 


Potent seeds wherefrom should grow 
Gladness for a hundred years ! 








n sa, 
Where the Swiss lion fleshed his icy paw; 
She followed Cromwell's quenchless star 
Where the grim Pari 


itan 
Shook Marston, Naseby, and Dunbar: 
Yea, on her feet are dearer dyes 

Yet fresh, nor looked on with untearful: 


eyes. 
v 

Our fathers found her in the woods 

Where Nature meditates and 


The seeds of unexampled things 
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Which Time to Strong in their love, and im their lineage 
‘Through life and death and man’s unstable q 
moods; Fell if they heard it not, 
They met her hero, not i Yet the heard, 
A sylvan buntreas in furs, Nor ever forgot, 
‘To whose chaste wants her bow sufficed, As on from startled throne to throne, 
destinies were hera: Where Superstition sate or conscious 
She taught them bee-like to create W 
Their simpler forms of Church and State; shudder ran of some dread birth un- 
<8 it them to endue 
with other functions hee itknew, | Thrice venerable ! 
eat reesta ekenete the uncertain | River more fateful than the Rubicon f 
stream of Fato; le planers ohms ‘dindem, 


Better than all, she fenced them in their 
need 


With eae Daty's sternest creed, 
'Gainst Self's lean wolf that ravens word 
and deed. 


Ke loves jine-bemurmured rik 
Bite tpn cx cas acres a 
Dear to both Englands; near him he 
Who wore the ring of 

But most her heart to rape a 
Where stood that raepartng boi 

Oer Boe with footfall still as ion, 
‘The Old Time passed into the New; 


spl 
Here English law and English though 
self-wil of England fou 
And here were men (coequal 
fate), 
RFD aikigrecs tiiegs) tnamnublouncshey 
it. 


were great. 
i dreamed not what a die was cast 

With that first answering shot; what then ? 
‘There was thoir duty; they were men 
Bchooled the soul’s inward gospel to obey, 


Tat lending to the lion’s den. 

It the Dabi-hallowed world d give way 
Bessa their lives, and on went they, 

Unhappy who was last, 

When Buttrick gave the word, 


That awfal idol of the unchallenged Past, 





vn 

parol gene picawea op oe 

ia tie ry homesteads and embowered 

Tu household faces waitin at the door 

‘Their peabe step shou lighten up no 
more 


In fields their fect had known ? 
In trees their fathers’ hands had set, 


And which bie them had 
Wideukig: cual yeas thiete 1S Srna? 
Felt ‘they no pang Jrot 

That oct seem 50 Bey 


For those unsoli 
our own ? 

‘These things are dear to every man that 
ves, 

And life prized more for what it lends than 


eee rs 
Ae 
The ini things of God before the seen 
| Ray 


Formaitgd isthe on mart hing 


Beneath Time's changeful sky, 
And, he it lightened ‘once, from age to 
Men come to learn, 


Men oe te enn rtf rig 


vir 


What: Se EE ee 


She, a world- 
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Nor laugh when this one steals, and that 


isa sia goios as of a ixiglty. wind 
From all heaven's caverns rushing uneon- 


is! dwell with Knowledge: I 
pass 


With men whom dust of faction cannot blind 

‘To the slow tracings of the Eternal Mind; 

With men by culture trained and fortified, 

Who bitter duty to sweet lusts prefer, 
Fearless to counsel and obey. 

Conscience my sceptre is, and law my 


Not to be drawn in passion or in 
But terrible to punish and deter; 
Implacable as God’s 

Like it, a oa crook to them that 
Your trope sires, my martyrs and my 
Offshoots of that one stock whose patient 


x 
Hath known to mingle flux with perma 
— 
a ae ee te 
peas ice an 
Bewnre lest, shifting with Time’s gradual 


The tight sht that guided chin ito your yes 
The envious Powers of ill nor wink nor 
sop: 
Bo therefore timely wise, 
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one 
a rose Daek colt etaet Shoes Seeres 

thr deat Pry somes your house to 
Thee in ress so ea gta UO 
Hemlds of i that darkening’ 

o 0 

Hates tay tated endibe Seckomat ee 
sheet EEL 
Bom iany lasted bough 
hat Se was grey Hope o the Weta 


Yet if I tremble while I boast; 
For I have loved as those who pardon most, 


jul doubt, away 1 


Away, wn; 
is our own 


At Teast 


Let them but blossom and sii 
ae as the orebards pe 4 
ith the new coming ing 
Dance in your jollity, bel 
Shout, cannon; cease bes e dru 
Bee gts pooner 
yw, all ye le comes, 
Radiant, cal: dai fronted, as when 
She hallowed that April da; wit 
Stay with us! Yes, thou shalt stay, 
ner and strengthener of men, 
lom, not won by the 
Not to be courted in play, 
Not to be kept without pain. 
Stay with us! Yes, thou wilt stay, 
Handmaid and mistress of 
wr of deed and of thou; 
Thou that to hut and to 


martyrs, 
‘Touch our dull lips with your fire fire, 
we mi ise without fear 
Her our delight, our desire, 
faith’s intextinguishable star, 
Our hope, our remembrance, = trust, 
Jur present 
Whe wil mingle slo her life with eur dust 
And makes us deserve to be free 











INGTON'S TAKING COMMAND OF THE 
AMERICAN ARMY, 3D JULY, 1775 
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afterward, 
Baltimore giving lvotures ‘at Johns H 
University, read a part of this poem in 
“I ly drow tours," he wrote, “ 


= 
LEE 


ff 


—I was willing «1 
four hundred miles north — but I thi 
good.” 


ear, 

That tingling through his pulse life-long 
shall run, 

With sure impulsion to keep honor clear, 

ee renee ave eis whispers, 

ere, 

Hore, where we stand, stood he, the purely 

great, 





u 
ns 
Men’s monuments, grown old, forget their 
names 


They should eternize, but the place 
‘Wisre akining souls have passed tala 
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BOC Ra we dy we 


Ger pes ate md a 
oi lng tsi days from tomb a 


* Here stood he,” softly we 

And lo, the statue shrined 

iia oy ntrront re al hPa, 

Feels in its frozen veins our 
living air and mocks at Dauth's 


it. 
It warms, it stirs, comes down to us at last, 
Its features bamin with familiar light, 
man, beyond the historian’s art to kill, 
Orsi to effnce with patient chisel- 


| 3 
Sere the dumb earth hath memory, nor for 
naught ‘ 
Was veer given, on whose enchanted 
loom 
eee Past commingle, fruit and 
OF one fair bough, inseparably w cane 


Into the seamless tapest: 
So charmed, with sla oy me 


In eave fragmentary 
He jues of ate hia 
Learn that high natures over Time provail, 
And feel ourselves a link in that entail 
That Binds all ages past with all that are 
to be. 


ut 
1 
Beneath our consecrated elm 
A century ago he stood, 
Famed vaguely for that old fight in the 
Whose red surge sought, but could not 


overwhelm 
‘The life foredoomed to wield our rough- 


From colleges, whore now the gown 
To arms had yielded, from the town, 
Our rude self-summoned levies flocked to 


see 
The new-come chiefs and wonder which 
was he. 





ee ee long; close-lipped 
tap eee in ee 
‘To bride ether clamors and 


Fie eet be towered cove then al 
‘The incarnate disci that was to free 
With iron curb democracy. 


2 
A motley rout was that which came to 


stare, 
In raiment tanned by years of sun and 
tty 


Dotted 
aeaseraenees 
obey; 


a were there, selectmen, men of 
Le hamlets ambushed round 


Ready fo stile Freewill by a vote, 
plips feo pico mes 


Fags, 
Pe iges hieeers ee 
Bele ay) when: 
Te eee 
(eal ie 
e severe: 
aero wa a soe 
Upon the bridle, patient to command, 
Posed) a all peiek, Ee: Josten tgpag ee 


fear, 

And learned to honor first, then love him, 
then revere, 

Such power. there is in clearayed self 


Ad pare lan at ight from every 
3 

‘Musing beneath the le 

‘The fice! between 

‘The sun-flecks, shaken ihe stirred foliage 


ce sme his sober buff and blue 
weave prophetic aurcoles round the 


That shi our tnaon now nor datkens 
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ee ee ee 
Familiar as the day in all the homes of 
men! 
‘The wi 
Blow many names out: they bat fan to 
‘The self-renewing splendors of thy fame. 
wv 


How subtlest influences unite, 

With 5 a oh of pt 
Tnvisible as air and soft as light 

Bie benty Seapets gf an 


County, 
Ueda ha wa faler ct fire 


eee 

Co SE Tee ect 
y-colored threads the weaver Time 

Pxtin web, now trivial, now sublime, 

All memories, all forebodings, hopes and 


ih ae 
Eiataival piecclags at emckases 
Take eet at last and there is 
Raat aee ithe tan fa the fegte 
Shrine of our weakness, fortress of our 


Consoler; Kindler, peerless "mid ber pears, 
A fore’ at “aeath oor conscions being 


years, that winnow praise and 


Alife to give ours 
‘Are Demos to ming] 


rmanonce, when we 
‘our poor earth with 


Aaa alli glowing wal gos with us on 


2, 


Set ee , by ruder way 
ie he might that warrants Tength 
° 
They may Yo pieced of half-reluctant 


Welded by bammer-strokes of broad- 
brained kings, 
Or from a donghty p people grow, the heirs 


OF wise traditions saeingcention rings; 
At beut they are computal 
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Life's nobler spaces and untarnished air. 


You, who hold ia self ~ conceived 

Whose faith and works alone ean make it 

Being jour fairest gifts to dock her 

Who lifts our lives away from Thine and 

zi Seis tinker cc eaten more dix 
vine 


lari cave Bate surely he 

ve done their utmost, 

Hath given the best who gives 2 character 

Erect and constant, which nor any shock 

(De lovesned slecnent ce ae 
or of ebbing fates, can stir 

Kote its deep bases in the living rock 

Of ancient manhood’s sweet security + 

And this bo gave, serenely far from pride 

‘As baseness, boon with prosperous stars: } 


Pas of wha nobler seed shall in our loins 







4 
No teed of meat coma 


ames time-Alkared for the lips of 
Still tl operant, with the rimal Forces 
Whose currents, on their spiritual 
poeta our mortal nor are 
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‘These are their arsenals, these the exhaust- 
Tess mines 

That Ree ened in great de- 

‘howe ae the stu whereof auch dreams 


Ika rial Baroks mga thus surely he 
GN NE a teh locks he 


‘Neath enforcing so) 
Soe 


people 
v 
bt 


Oh, for « drop of that Cornelian ink 
Which a Agricola dateless length of 


To pick him fitly, neither swerve 
To = unkempt, nor pass diseretion’s 


brink, 
With him so statue-like in sad reserve, 
So diffident to claim, so forward to de- 


Nor eatin due influence of his fame 
Who, mortal among mortals, seemed as 


now 
‘The equestrian shape with unimpassioned 
A 
‘That paces silent on throngh vistas of ac- 
claim. 
2 


What more immovably ai 
‘Than that grave strength so patient and so 
ure, 

Tiareyay pod fortnta, whan de wavered, 
sure, 

That mind serene, impenetrably just, 

‘Modelled on sary tenting i they 
endure ? 

‘That soul so softly radiant and so white 

The ane it Toft. seems less of fire than 


light, 
Cold but to such as love distemperature ? 
aS ee ates dba 2-2 


That drives rejoicing planets on their 
course, 

Why for his power benign seek an impurer 
source ? 

His was the true enthusiasm that burns 

Domesti ly bright, 
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Fed from itself and shy of human 
The hidden force aa makes 2 ‘ifeime 1 
And not the short-lived fuel of a song. 
ee say you? What is passion 
But to sublime our natures and control 
‘To front heroic toils with late return, 


Or none, or such as shames the conqueror ? 
That fire was fod with substance of the 


soul 
And not with holiday stubble, that could 
burn, 


Unpraised of men who after bonfires 
‘Tarvagh seven slow years of aetranai 


ua i fields were lost or fields were 


Wits inowth Gf peolar spueten te lasted 
Nor cat nor damped, unquenchably the 


‘Too inward’ to be reached by flaws of idle 
fame, 


3 
Soldier and statesman, rarest unison ; 


High-poised example of great duties done 
sim Boles part worn 
As life's indifferent gifts to all men born; 
Dumb for himself, unless it were to God, 
But for his barefoot soldiers eloquent, 
‘Tramping the snow to eraeeen they 
Held by bis awe in hollow-eyed content; 
Moses, ee firm as Nature’s self; un- 


Save rts men hit nobler temper 
Never seduced through show of present 


By other than unsetting lights to steer 
ewe eaned in Heaven, nor than his 


Mor dete ft om rho ot from 


Rigid, but with himself first, still 
In a, poise the wave-| of 


Not honored then or now because he wooed 
‘The popular voice, but that ho still with- 


Broad-minded, higher-souled, there is but 
one 
Who was all this and ours, and all men’s, 
‘ASHINGTON, 
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Nor thoughtless was the choice; no love or 
Could from its poise move that deliberate 


easy were as in a boy's romance; 
‘The man's whole life preludes the single 


Be with the si breed, 
Our race’s sap and susten: 
eel unmotived herd that only sleep 


feed. 
Choice seems a thing —aipesl Pe 
Ved The Fates with mock- 


Yet Daty’s ays ieeen casket holds it still, 

And but two ways are offered to our will, 

Toil aes rare triumph, ease with safe dis- 

The problem still for us and all of human 
race, 

He chose, as men choose, where most dan- 


ae ger showed, 
‘ever faltered ‘neath the load. 
‘setty cares, that gall great hearts the 


‘ight on the strenuous up-hill road, 


& 





ag hed pelosi Seacotate 


Wasted ieoneryy 

its 

‘The noisy marvel ria 

ils col date sill fs tettormed abs 


massive id 
hij ages old 
eihiali tas eraniber Deen cor sncrelmal 


Sho gave thn nnblemid 
What shall rear eie has aa ak oa 


He ol the shot-plou mghed sod 

ler ‘er 0 

Prochining the eweet Trane of God 
consecrated plain stretch out 

Our hands as free from afterthought or 


‘Through battle we have ines Roce thy 
worth, 

The Tong-breatbod valor and undaunted 

Which, like his own, the day's disastor 


Could, safe in manhood, suffer and be still. 
Both thine and ours the victory hardly 


1 ever with tempered voice or i 

We have misdeem: cheer tare ee ih 

And for the dead of both don common 
Dlack, 

Be to us evermore as thou wast then, 
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As we thou hast not always been, 
abd inipollnted Bieoy 
Virginia, ftly named from England's manly 


AN ODE 


Half chance-evoked by the wind’s fantasy 
Tn golden mist, an ever-shifting crowd: 
‘There, ’mid unreal forms that came and 


Ta ecatzotar ool; natural diadem. 
pete toes changed shape, absequious to the 


imae eerenating influence felt in me, 
And, ie ati dticained torane 
Limned in vapor, gaunt and hunger- 
icsareien her charge: resolve in every 


Erect sh th ed nf nwo 
Penthesilen’s self for battle di 


One arm uplifted braced a fli ings 
iad cai rs sdaznacttae’ ah shield ‘Nght: 
eee ee cesbad wed, grew a thing to 


And Ry fierce eyes, by danger challenged, 
Her ee a mother’s dauntless 
“I know thee now, O goddess-born!” I 


cried, 








For tsps cl love and 
‘he fearless, the ben} fa pa 
‘The fairer world’s toil 


What very by exile dreamed elates the 
Like hers whose hand, a fortress of the 
No bo it wengeano sil, though laf 
Who Madea a suppliant from her 
Whove conquests are the gains of all man- 
peckgemrp eae 
One love, one hope and not a doubt behind 


shall 
Banner to banner fap we a fame; 
Her children shall rise up to 


And wish her harmless length of 
The mighty mother of » mi y 
in all tongues dear to every 
blood, 
‘The beautiful, the stron; best of all, 
e meee ig, and, all, 


3 
Seven years long was the bow 
Of battle estan the hei 
Storm-heaps con ith the throe 
OF their uncontainable lightning; 


Crmsh of navies and wave-borne thunder; 
‘Then drifted the cloud-rack a- | 
Asay aoe sea "8 won 


‘her sisters made 
All Fate all to their peti 
ooo be a light 
M sarin, te id eet) 
len an 
Was it a c str 
men of blessing or 
Hung o'er the ocean afar ? 


+ 
the of her birth: 
Warde tote af the of the 








Hearkan | ber children to-day 
Shout for the joy of her face. 


un 
L 
No of the hers, 
jo ast aro 


apenas ing time 
Ne broken arch that ministers 
To Time’s sad instinct in the breast: 


tears, 
ne from long leisure the unrest 
— repose in forms of tae grace: 


ht the 

Who hap I not count it peatan 

That we who fain sing are here 
before our time, 


She also hath her monuments; 

Not such as stand apo aacrently resigned 

To ruin-mark the events 
‘That loft no seed Las better days behind, 
The tourist’s pensioners that show their 














sears 

And maunder of fo: mn WATS 5 

Be bails not oa ground, but in the 

Her open-hearted palaces 

For se eieion men with heaven and 
earth at ease : 

Her march the plump mow marks, the 
sleepless wheel, 

The Aelia ateal, the self-swayed com- 


The happy homesteads hid in orchard 
trees 

Whose sacrificial smokes through peaceful 
ar 

Rise lost in heaven, the household's silent 








far 
In fame, and born beneath a milder star), 
That to Farth’s orphans, far as curves 


Of dosident, sky, the: boumuanee WHE 
means home, 


With dear of natural ties 

a from roof to roof and make 
neatly ees 

‘And if the usblar passions 


Distorted to base if the Dent 
Of insubstantial gain” es 
"Teta txcen, thaiapae eae arco ee 


That crowns their patient breath 
Whose fect, song-sandalled, are too fleet 


Yems Spegne privilege urbane 

‘And Katy first upon the civic roll, 

That none can breathe her air nor grow 
humane. 





3. 
‘Oh, better far the briefest hour 
Of’ Athens self-consumed, whose plastic 


Hid Beaty sae from Death in words or 
Of peerless where those eagles 
Dee ae 
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‘Than this inert a 
‘This bovine sense alone 
‘Yet art came slowly even to such as those, 


ee [> eeralerorommnetene te 
Beta by peta pe 
Secure Medes oes 

And only children rend the bud half-blown 
Pecleacmeg pare ine ents tens 
‘Time iver purposes 
Which mise uot of thelr aim, to us un- 


ie 

ine 
v 
F 
& 
: 
i 
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And paused; then on to Spain and France 
The splendor flow, and Albion's misty 


crest: 
Shall Ocean bar him from his destined 
West ? 


Poots, as their heads 5 
Look from too far i the oy 


‘oo long-experienced 
er pctlalica youth’s divinor way; 
Life not now, but prophesies; 
Time's shadows they no more behold, 
But, under them, the riddle old 
‘That mocks, bewilders, and defies: 
In childhood’s face the seed of shame, 
In the green tree nn ambushed flame, 
In Phosphor # vaunt-guard of Night, 
re though against their will, divine, 
And dread the care-dispelling wine 
Stored from the Muse's vintage bright, 
By age imbued with second-sight. 
From Faith's own eyelids there peeps out, 
Even as they look, the leer of doubt; 
‘The festal wreath their fancy loads 


———— i 





With care that whispers and forebodes: 
Nor this our triumph-day can blant Me- 
gitra’s goads. 


2 


Murmur of many voices in the air 
Denounces us 

Unfaithful of a noble fate, 
And prompts indi 


Inve the country Wnt we dvamed in 
Where” wisdien and ot umibers aaa 


have 
Seed-field of simpler manners, braver trath, 
Whare aban situs scane Seca 


Id, church, 
Is this Atlantis? This the unpoisoned 
Seueielmel for age an rcoered ly 
Where ——_ no more should 
Round 


‘Who sit where once in crowned seclusion, 

‘The long-proved athletes of debate 

‘Trained from their youth, as none thinks 

Is this d Siting club here boys dispute, 
is del ub wi 

And oheseaa fe their stolen frait 

The Senate, erewhile cloister of the few, 

Where Clay once flashed and Webster's 


cloudy brow 
Brooded those bolts of thought that all the 
horizon knew ? 
3 
Ob, as this pensive moonlight blurs my | 
Here while 1 ait and meditate these li 
To gray dreams of what they are 
Se would tome light, not reason’s sharps _ 
ray 
Trance yin moctabinn\al Salar 
flight 
Of years won me this unweleome right 
To see things as they are, or shall be soon, 
Tn the frank peeve of undissembling noon | 







rs 
Back to my breast, ungrateful sigh ! 
‘he pesmi te pea a cl 
© ours, not hers 
The [present still seoms 


nigh; 


= | 
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HEARTSEASE AND RUE 


‘Tans ttle was given to the volume of poems 
collected and published in 1890 after Lowell's 
return to private life. He took occasion to 


I. FRIENDSHIP 


AGASSIZ 
Dicost agli ebbe # non viv" oll ancora? 
Non fiere gli oochi suo! to doloo Lome > 


IE 
“i al 
aur 

i 


| 


I 
in when 1 waa always repeating to myvelf, 


“King Pandion he ix dead ; 
‘Bil thy telonds re tap a ead — 


verses which sem to mo desolately pathetic. 


exeltement, all the more delicions as ry, Drain 
{or at any rate the musical ite it) had 
been | dormant #o long. My old =e of 


seoing things with my eyes shut had 
gone to (I mean ehimsical things utterly 
alien to the train of my via —for ex- 


ward with a long row of 

beds, and on the farthest 
a pile af those little wooden dolls with red- 
painted slippers) revived in full force. Ner- 
Your, horritiy nervous, but happy for the 
first time (I mean consciously happy) since I 








in it 
cation of Under the Willows. 
came over here. #0 
forked Hall ot. ‘The pert coe te 
came veka Si Sets ee 
Bee ab sy beicka— ee 
tar n't set, a8 the masonssay. However, 
UE ate len at eee You wil sce there 
a uence look sharp. 
at oat Site after vas don,t a how 
fleahly it was. This impression af Agnasiz 
out mm it had colored my wI 
ashi cling how, We had been 
for example, T should 
have been quite otherwise ideal. there it 
is too 


ipodes, 

i) 

Earth sentient seems again as when of old 
‘The horny foot of Pan 


Stamped, and the conscious horror ran 
Beneath men's feet through all her fibres 


Space’s blue walls are mined; we fool the 
roe 
From underground of our night-mantled 
foe: 


‘The flamo-winged feet § 
Of Trade’s new Mercury, dry-shod ran 
Through briny abysses dreamless of the 


sun, 
Are mercilessly fleet, 
fala pers 2 
‘Ocean’ ‘ive of reprieve; 
Barely anes ight a 
And man be patient of delay to grieve: 
tent 
And tell-tale faces reveal, | 


ad 








taught 
‘lls only what he must, — 
‘The steel-cold fact in one laconic thrust. 


erecta 
And read of ic ‘ivate 
Crime tang scot-free Tile the mob 
applau 
fies uate vile to bribe unworthiness, 
‘And all the unwholesome mess 
‘The Land of Honest Abraham serves of 


late 
To teach the Old World how to wait, 


OF blood, infect the eye, 
‘Three tiny words grew lurid as I read, 
And reeled commingling: Agassiz is dead. 
‘As when, beneath the street's familiar jar, 
‘An carthquake’s alien omen rumbles far, 
Men listen and forebode, I hung my head, 
‘And strove the present to recall, 
As if the blow that stunned were yet to 


3 
Uprooted is our mountain oak, 
‘That promised long security of shade 
‘And Frenne ee for many a wingéd 
ought; 
Not by Tite's softly-cadenced stroke 
With pauses of relenting pity sta 
ere n root seemed sapt, a bough de- 


cayed, 
From sudden ambush by the whirlwind 

eaught % 
sd in bis broad maturity betrayed 1 





Himself from out the recent dark I claim 
To hear, and, if I flatter him, to 3 


Brimful of lusty 
‘And taking life as simply as a tree ! 
To claim my foiled good-by let him ap- 


ar, 
Lange Tenbed) and bomen (as) gate 
near, 
Loosed froin the stiffening uniform of 
e: 
‘As tok ove, rent: his daraly Ea 
fear, 
with too prying lens I chanced to 
io eee ae 
Lbeeb ries it Ta with jude 
for woul ‘sant him wit 
= breath 
turn mere critic i itaph; 
choose the wheat, inoatious of the chaff 
‘That swells fame living, chokes it after 
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And would but memorize the half | But, tinged with sweetness of the old Swiss 
Of his nature that was turned to me: manse, 

Fain joined with those that honored eet a ee 


him 
UE ti to ga because his were 
And now been silent: but it might not be. 


Some find their atural’ selves, and only 


Tn furl of divine eseape from men, 

And when, by that Telaf ecatax co Teft bar bare, 
Driven by some instinct of desire, 
“ag worldward, ’t is to blink and 


Like wd hing ofthe wond abot fe 
Dazed by the social glow they cannot 


native heights that lure 
‘The unpractised foot, impatient of a guide, 
Tow’rd ether too attenuately pure 
For swect unconscious breath, though dear 
to 
But ae loved the foothold sure 
ot Se that wind by old abodes of men 
eines at last the churchyard’s peace 


And sane time-worn rules, that them 
suffice, 

Learned from their sires, traditionally wise, 

Careful of honest custom's how and when; 

His mind, too brave to look on Truth 


No more those habitudes of faith could 
share, 





rite ehit 


Pn ean ery oo kee a 
Fi ty tha Gade Col eas 


And ht his native at re- 
cang) native greatness 


From gees 

‘Then how the heat through 

Felt in the gathering presence Ji 

nie See diners pa 


ea metal 
ined all his Bond te thongaen 
BA a Se molten eee te Si or 


All Tully's rules and all Quintilian’s too 
He pare tel light of listening faces knew, 
iis rapt audience all unconscious 
foree to make him elo- 


Pervuasion fondled in hie look andleay 
Our peer ( strangers prudish) he 


‘Tp fad sor herds in scons ok Se 
Her pe constraints and icy hindrances 

his lips to natural nl ease | 
re a bok fetters swell the dance of 


A teed 


2 


His magic was not far to seek, — 
He was so human! Whether strong or 


weak, 
Far from his kind he neither sank nor 
soared, 
Bat sate an equal 


ever felt 


bare 
At manhood’s simple level, and where’er 
He met a stranger, there he left a friend. 


= | 


ow'sd Tintern’ gray repose of routes 
noe mare T soe him at the table's head 
When Saturday her monthly banquet 
8] 
holars, poets, wits, 
Fai ptios: noms famore, loving thidgs, Sot 
eS 
And so without a twinge at others’ fames; 


To sel 


Such company as wisest moods befits, 
Yet with no pedant blindness to the worth 
Of undeliberate mirth, 

Natures benignly mixed of air and earth, 
Now with the stars and now with equal zest 
ing the eocentrie orbit of a jest. 


2 
Lee in vision the warm-lighted hall, 
‘The living and the dead I see again, 
And but my chair is empty; "mid them 
*T is I that seem the dead: they all remain 
less creatares of the brain: 





While Holmes’s rockets curve their long 
elli 

And burst in seeds of fire that burst 

‘To drop in scintillating rain. 
4 

‘There too tho face half-rastic, half-divine, 

Self-poised, piles me us, freaked with hu- 
mor 

Of him who taught us not to mow and 

eran fancied selves, but seek our 


Immortal, cage scope 
Wellnigh I doubt which world is real most, " In Detar and Man's, nor fade to 


OE senso or spirit, to the truly sane; 
this abstraction it were light to deem 
Mywolf, tho figment of some stronger 


m5 
are the real things, and I the ghost 
glide unhindered ‘through the solid 


Vainly for ‘recognition seek from chair to 


And strive to speak and am but futile air, 
‘As truly most of us are little more. 





hollow trope, 
Content with our New World and timely 
of the Old; 
averse I see him sit 
again), 
While the wise noses firm-built aquiline 
Curves to restrain 
‘The merriment whose most unruly moods 
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Pass not the dumb Tearned in listen- 
i laugh 


GE silence-shodding pine: 
errs 


we a at a the wintry ring 


‘Of petals that remember, not foretell, 
The paler primrose of a second spring. 
5. 
And more there are: but other forms 
arise 
And seen as clear, albeit with dimmer 
First be from sympathy still ae apart 


shrinking over-eagerness of heart, 
Choad ith ing fire, whose 
changed with searching fie, w 


8 
Heightened ane mn things with sense of 
And in doom familiar field and 
New England’s poet, soul reserved and 
November nature with a name of May, 
Whom high o'er Concord plains we Ini 
to sleey 
While tho orchards mocked us in their 
white array 
And building robins wondered at our 
tears, 
Snatched in his prime, the shape an; 
That, should have stood unbenteath 
fourseore 
The noble Tend, the eyes of furtive trust, 
All to speechless dust. 


And he guest, 
hy natary, ton fad peiog with Uta 


‘unrest, 
Whom we too briefly had but could not 


hol 
Who brought ripe Oxford's culture to our |, 


‘The Past's incalculable hoard, 
eek cman seutcheoned panes in clois- 
ters 
Seclusions ivy-hushed, and pavements 


sweet 
With immemorial lisp of musing fect; 
Young head time-tonsured smoother than 
a 


Boy face, but grave with answorless 
Poot in all that poets have of best, 
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But foiled with riddles dark and cloudy 


wr Who now 
Not by still Isis or historic Thames, 
Net Uy the Ghatins tected ts oneal 


t 
B 
F 


Pushed by the misty touch of shortening 


's, 
And that unwakened sistas eae 
°T is the void chair our surest guest 


receives, 
"T Is Lips lang old that give the waxaiaay 


°T in the lost voice comes oftenest to our 
cars; 


nine. 
vw 
i 
Now forth into the darkness all are gone, 
But memory, still unsated, follows on, _ 
ae step by step our homeward — 
With many a laugh among our serious 


Across the bridge where, on che dimpling 





whine 
Shrill dittios of the snow-roofed Apen- | 
4 
| 
| 


| 
= 
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‘The red streamers from the windows | German or French thrast by the lagging 
tong oe word, 
Or the dim western moon pit eben ees had he. 
Rooks her akif'simage onthe broad ‘At last, arrived at where our paths divide, 
Inter Arca igit when rn wea, | toe, nT 
and tree, 
Hie ies dream in Ital, “Good tt" again; and with 
Or wathoa Mesa siauiber sila ae ear aes 
Shit the winter stars, while all below, | I half hear his who mine shall never hear, 


As if an end were come of human il 
‘The world was wrapt in innocence 
Aaa the casino by was nd an silly 


Sunes bed buted tho gute Cat lets in 


dream, 
And he would rather count the perch and 
bream 


‘Than with the current’s idle fancy lapse; 
‘And yot he had the poet’s open eye 

Light in all it sees, 
Nor was earth voiceless, nor the mystic sky, 
To him the life-long friend of fields and 


trees: 
‘Then came the prose of the suburban street, 
Its silence d by our echoing feet, 
And converse such as rambling hazard finds; 
‘Then he who many cities knew and many 


And men once world-noised, now mere 
Ossian forms 


Of misty memory, bade them live anew 
oe earth's manifold de- 


Rae ie pal fa clon Sl gertars cut 
And, wih s nocent bolghtening’ ua "be 


Would stop be y'forgettal of the shortening 


Drop my Se aslog arm, and pour profuse 
worldly wisdom kept for others’ use, 
Not for his own, for he was rash and free, 

ita putea of keowlodge all smeh'y Hike the 


Bea. 
Biil ean I hear bis voice’ shilling might 
(With pauses broken, while the fitful spar 

blew more hotly rounded on the pe 
To hint his features with a Rembrandt 


light) 
Call Oken back, or Humboldt, or Lamarck, 
Or Cavier’s taller shade, and many more 
Whom he had seen, or knew from others’ 
si 
fe a men to me as ne'er before: 
Not seldom, as the undeadened fibre stirred 
Of noble friendships knit beyond the sea, 





2 
Sometimes it seemed as if New England 


air 
For his large lungs too parsimonious 


were, 
As if those empty rooms of dogma drear 
Where the ghoat ihivers of a fetth austere 
Counting ee horns o'er of the Beast, 


Still searing those whose faith in itis 


least, 
As if those snaps o’ th’ moral 
hat shaspen ll heaven of a 
Diecast canis sie 
to we 's 
surope’s 


Tn a more stable element; 
Nay, even our landscape, half the year 


our best seem 
ment; 

nett it was nothing 0; 

Bey, his instinct mig it divine, 
ge our drift of puritanic snow, 

sensitive and fine 

Of sanguianria over-rash to blow 
And trust its shyness to an air malign; 
Well Hee he prize truth’s warranty 


ledge 
In the grim outerop of rel ae 
Or en fervor flashing forth f eeraree 
Tn the guont sone of Cols otecn 
As Reet ee as skilled to win 
But, those such intuitions might not 
Yet ite was good to him, and, there or 
Wr the ht joy, the day was never 


‘Thareto “bis taind was) iat owgteeele 














Traced. by convention stay him from his 


v 
1. 
Teannot think he wished so soon to die 


feet, 
ont friends with Earth, and all 


sweet 
Took with both hands ingly: 
‘Truly this life is i ene ece 
And god the fee of grass beneath the 
foot; 
‘To lie in butteroups and clover-bloom, 
‘Tenants in common with the 
And watch the white clouds drift through 


gulfs of trees, 

panes ieee eae ae tomb; 
once more to feel tl ae in| 

‘As the binds feel it, when it bi a 
sing, 

Viaipccea tarean venti: 

Throagh leaf-fringed abbey-arches of the 

a 


Curve her mild sickle in the West 
Lhe patel the breath of hay-cocks, were 


a 
Worth any promise of soothsayer realms 
Or casual hope of being elsewhere blest; 
To take Deoember by the beard 
And orush the creaking snow with springy 
foot, 
While overhead the North's dumb 


streamers shoot, 
‘Till Winter fawn upon the cheek en- 
deared, 
‘Then the long evening-ends 





be of 
ther skill 
again. 
*T was so with him, for he was glad 
a eye for he left work began; 
‘was dou! 80, e 
Conld not this eagerness of Kata oreaall 
‘Till all the allotted flax were spun 
It matters not ; for, go at it OF noon, 
A friend, whene’er he dies, has died too 
soon, 
And, once we hear the hopeless He 
So far as flesh hath knowledge, all is 
said. 
vw 
1 


I seem to see the black ~ 

Tet eating prose of Heo ton Sein 
know, 

The val; phrase of ic 

Dae tt whd through dat seapaell 

ve, 

Once beautiful, but long defaced 

With granite permanence of cockney — 
taste 

And all those grim disfigurements we 
love : 

‘Thore, then, we leave him : Him ? such 
costly waste ; 

Nature rebels at; and it is not trae ) 


| 
i 


$e thead no ether ail an ott kal 






Ch esi ee parts of him we 
we 
‘be ‘but: 

oe 


Norio oa wea 


Deastee the weleun soe 
To nea the work ai busy - fingered 


"To be night's silent almovor of dew, 
To rise seta plants and breathe 


To stream ns tides the ovean caverns 

ie rapture of great winds to 
we 

Abont earth’s shaken coignes, were not a 


fate 
‘To leave us all-diseonsolate; 


Even endless slumber in the 


Methinks were better worth 


Nor mine : it may be he had trod 
Outside the plain ‘old path of God thus 


But God to him was very God, 
And not a visionary wraith 
Skulking in ‘murky corners of the mind, 
And he was sure to be 
Somehow, somewhere, imperishable as He, 
‘Not with His essence imystically combined, 
‘As some high spirits long, but whole and 


‘own him of their peaceful 


ot ly with 7 guild enrolled 
im who seeking inward guessed 
Diviner riddles tha the rest, 


‘And in the darks of thought 
Akt Great Hand and knew it 
Rather he shares the daily ht, 

From reason’s charier fount 


TO HOLMES 











OF his chief, the slow-paoed Stagy- 
‘And Cuvier clasps once more his long-lost 
son. 


die; 
‘The beauty of his better self lives on 
eat touched with fire, in many an 


He traised to Trath’s exact severity; 
He was a Teacher: why be grieved for 


TO HOLMES 
ON HIS SEVENTY-FIFTH BIRTHDAY 


Dear Wendell, why need count the 
Med oe 
what moved then to smiles or 


ee ade, move me still ? 


What has the Calendar to do 
With pocts? What Time's fruitless 


With gay immortals such as you 
Whose years but emphasize your youth ? 


One air gave both their lease of breath; 
‘The same paths lured our feet; 

One earth hold us safe in death 
With dust of saints and scholars sweet. 


ee | 
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Our legends from one source were drawn, | Master alike in 
Tacarce yours from mine, Of i 
And don’t we make the Gentiles yawn You with the classic few belong 
aie oe remembers?” o'er our Who tempered wisdom with a smile. 
wine 
Outlive us all! Who else like you 
If I, with too senescent air, Could sift the seedcorn from our chaff, 
Invade your elder memory’s pale, And make us with the pen we knew. 
You snub me with a pityin, che Deathless at least in epitaph ? 
Were you in the September Gale ?"* 
Both stared entranced at IN A COPY OF OMAR KHAYYAM 


What Cambridge saw not strikes 
TAs wren weet tas wile uae 


‘Ten years my senior, when my name 
In Harvard's entrance-l was writ, 

Her halls still echoed with the fame 
‘Of you, her poet and her wit. 


‘Tis years from then to now: 
ma, Last Leaf renews its green, 
Though, for the laurels on your brow 
(So thiek they crowd), 't is hardly seen. 


As ts with their rhymes 
(Oblivion's darkling dust o'erwhslms. 


‘The birds are hushed, the poots gone 
‘Where no harsh eritic’s lash ean reach, 
And still your wingéd brood sing on 
‘To all who love our English speech. 


Nay, let the foolish records be 
it make believe "re seventy-five: 
‘You ‘re the old Wendell still to me, — 
that ’s the youngest man alive. 


The blue eyes, I see them still, 

‘The gallant front with brown o'erhung, 
‘The shape alert, the wit at will, 

The that stuck, but never stung. 


You kop your youth as yon Scotch firs, 
Agim to 
ilight yw] lurs, 

elt sunset in their ruddy stems. 

You with the elders? Yes, ’t is true, 
But in no sadly literal sense, 

With elders and coevals too, 
Whose verb admits no preterite tense. 





Tues pearls of thought in Persian gulfs 
were bred, 

Each softly lucent as a rounded moon; 

‘The diver Omar plucked them from their 


Of mortal t 













you 
The moral? Where Doubt's eddies toss 
and twirl 


Faith’s slender shallop till her " 
Plunge Ted find oe. peace a 
whirl 


Groping, you may like Omar grasp a pearl 


ON RECEIVING A_ COPY 
MR. AUSTIN DOBSON'S “OLD 
WORLD IDYLLS” 


1 
At le arrived, your book I take 
To in for the author’s sake; 
Too gray for new sensations 

Can charm to Art or Nature 

‘This torpor from my senses shake ? 


Hush! mln ears what 
Is a thrush gurgling from the brake ? 


ing 
ee Spe oa ee breezes blown, 


Lon lire such make, 
And to sb while yon waked 


TO C, F. BRADFORD 


ON THE GIFT OF A MEERSCHAUM PIPE 


sea, 
Shaped to immortal form, the 
Pe gonke ‘Venus of a pipe. on 


But bracing essences that nerve 
‘To wait, to dare, to strive, to serve. 
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soul must part with all 
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retreats, 
Compelled to spare his wasting heats, 
When Life’s Anew oe 


BANKSIDE 
(HOME OF EDMUND QUINCY) 
Dxpnast, Mav 21, 1877 


Edmund Quincy was eleven years the senior 
say cay of us sel care ae 
ly an} 
their ‘jality of tomper and made 
them very intimate friends. bes fu 
1 
I curisrenep you in happier before 
Tees gray tected aerial were 
seen; 
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You are still lovely in your new-leaved 
‘The river soothes bis grassy 
The bridge there; the rock with lichens 


And he min shadows onthe water lan, 
‘Outlasting us. How many graves between 
‘That day and this! How uany shadow 


Darken my heart, their substance from 
m; sa 
‘these 


Fiidden forever Bo oar world ls made 
OF ide sed death comlnge ad the 


Wat compensation? "Sen, sve atthe 


So silts to love things that can 


0 
‘Thank God, he saw you last in pomp of 


Ere any leaf had felt the year’s regret; 
Your latest image in his memory set 
NOS your landscape’s peaceful 


Charmed dearer eyes with his to make 

ia iiopeg long potepsok, —nslt Thay toa 
t 

The , the unspeakable Three, 


el 
Like tie hawk’s shadow, blots our brightest 
Better itis that ye should look so fair, 
Slopes tht he ve, and evr-smurmiring 


‘That make a music out of silent air, 
And bloom-heaped orchard-trees in pros- 
perous lines; 
In you the heart some sweeter hints divines, 
Kod wiser; Shan in winter's dll despair. 
mm 
Old Friend, farewell! Your kindly door 


Spey the master’s hand in mine 
No more clasps weleome, and the temperate 
‘That jira our long nights, other lips 
Alli ioe Oe, xpect i 

is cS in vain 
‘The face alert, the manners free and fine, 


b 





segs bore gt asthe pine 


pose Fg much well; yet most of 
I od his sll i leisure and the exso 


The 
Wears its 


re those 
A quenehless light of fiercer 
Wit tie about the world ear was 


On every ind; bis val weal | 
Te 

With sh ne to sothe the mb's de 

Veiting, wit with garlands Molock's bloody | 


The hig ed ed instinets of a better day 
his blood, wy a ree People 
Roman yet, and a Free 


Wao the exchequer of {mporenabed 
Nor statestnanahip with loaded votes ‘el 
Nor poe’ office a tramps’ boosing-ken. 










JOSEPH WINLOCK 
DIED JUNE 11, 1875 


‘Mr. Winlock was at the head of the Harvard 
Astronomical Observatory at the time of bis 


‘Sn soul and stalwart, man of pati 
Through years 
Spank to gain, 
Who, from the stars he studied not in: 
Had seca tls Goines 
at 
Caroloss of famea that earth's tin 


Bors whtat Ta bows of Walldlaad 
ee slept, he watched in | 


Of Science, only witness of bis skill 






Sudden as falls a shoot he fell, 

Tn mind and heart of all that knew him 
Eee eee To him the Fates 
OF exbe dim Levering om the skits of 
apres through Gods merey, of his 


, SONNET 
TO FANNY ALEXANDER 


The daughter of an American portrait 
topo 
peasant life, especially 


Rae ta The poesn 


is dated at Flore 


‘Thee the datk chamber, theo the unfriended, 
Although no babbling crowds thy praise 
Consume artist, who life’s landscape 
Hast brimmed with sun to many a clouded 
Touched to a brighter hue the beggar's 


Hang over orphaned lives a gracious sk} 
Sisal raed far ayes, hat eles would vaiety 


Fair pictures of an angol drawing nigh! 


JEFFRIES WYMAN 
DIED SEPTEMBER 4, 1874 
An associate of Lowell in Car! and. 
‘eminent as a man of science in the of 
comparative anatomy. 


‘Tae wisest man could ask no more of Fate 
‘Than to be simple, modest, manly, true, 


WITH AN ARMCHAIR 





Safe from the Many, honored 
‘To count as naught in World, Pee 


soul’s nobler faith until it burn. 


TO A FRIEND 


WHO GAVE ME A GROUP OF WEEDS AND 
GRASSES, AFTER A DRAWING OF DURER 


‘Trve as the sun’s own work, but more 


refit alienate cae ein) 
sweet companionships with earth 


Of sweet and 


Scaree 2 gb um he le 


‘That flits a more luxurious 

‘To make immortal summer on my 
Had a bs drew such 
Aah rllecsopsd olin Sons eee 
Or grown i Hafure miyries ae 


WITH AN ARMCHAIR 
ie 
petty oak that framed this ehair, of 


‘The seasons danced their round; delighted 
Brough ee ita boughs; shy wood 
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Goshaw apt e 
i thm int ile aig 
is 


et, while his gift by those 


i 


an elder brother, felt his mood 
the spell that a her pinpsde 


hood: 
ute tes ‘so happy, think -f him as one 
the Louvre or Pitti feels his soul 
en a some dead face which, till 
‘unseen, 
Moves like a memory, and, till life outrun, 
Is vexed with vague misgiving past con- 


OF nameless loss and thwarted might-have- 
been. 


E. G. pe R. 

Way should I seek her spell to decom 
iD is tte sont gachieill Se sanon fenoa! 
That SS river of her 
The petals 1 pte but le to prose 
Summer’s ere poom of the rose: 
Hooagh for for me to watch the wavering 
Like winds oer grass, of moods across her 


Fairest in motion, fairer in repose. 





ae eae while I 
Partake the bounty “tin for 
Se 
gry, 
Tet en ae eee 
Wit, goons grace, awift ah from 
All thete are goo but better far is she. 
BON VOYAGE 
st, at case 


Ber |, or whom such regrets pu 
ea thy surges a8 when Jove to 
Swam with less costly burthen, and pre 
A pata meet for her home-coming 


With golden undulations one as oo 
moon 


The printless summer-sandals 
And it the Nautilus his cruise to dare! 
TO WHITTIER 


ON HIS SEVENTY-FIFTH BIRTHDAY 
New ExGianp’s poet, rich in love as 
and valleys praise thee, her swift 
Desc i iy vores ee geo 
‘Thy steps allare us, which the ro6d-Aueaal 
As Saal pie lovers’, and no treason | 
aes her Merrimacs and Agio- 
And mang s name uncouth win grusiont 
Sweetly familias to both Englands’ ears: 


all 






ON PLANTING A TREE AT INVERARAY 





reafa by threo vera 

Sive thas of ar ot for yor 

‘That Isp ta bonds thon. blowst a. blast, ss 

As that wherewith the heart of Roland 

Far heard across the New World and the 
Old. 


ON AN AUTUMN SKETCH OF 
H. G. WILD 

‘THANKS to Arar ebay 

He ay a inaerelees 


r 
Re cane evening's shadows 


Not round these splendors Midnight wraps 
These leaves the flush of Autumn's vintage 
Tn Winter's spite, nor can the Northwind 
Poe sap’ western window small: 
Onn, ab Gohober strane tose 
tS tha eer 3 ‘Tyrian 
His naked boughs but tell him what i lost, 
‘And parting comforts of the sun refuse: 
His heaven is bare,— ab, were its hollow 
crost, 
recom gy 8 slouch hee ah sare res a 
! 


TO MISS D. T. 


ON HER GIVING ME A DRAWING OF 
LITTLE STREET ARABS 


Miss Dorothy Tennant afterwant married 
Henry M. the African explorer. 


As, a of Tiber’s and Oblivion’s 


slime, 
Glow Farnesina’s vaults with shay 
That dreamed oe ox rds fou 


Back to his Athens and the Muse's lime, 
So these world -o} waifs of Want 
and Crime, 









WITH A COPY OF _ AUCASSIN 
AND NICOLETE 


rr 


a 
Because it tells the dream that all have 
known 
Guserien Sears: Hrs tol tS ea 
Beonuse its seeds oer Memory's desert 
wn 
ee ate heartsease such as Eden 
it hath a beauty all its own, 


De Fi plied this herb of grace 
for you. 


ON PLANTING A TREE AT IN- 
VERARAY 


Wo Sone Dig ety a een 
to be solved 
Bats Testers Oa gree 
Does part of his that a tree, 


bartered pears 

nd epitay ani 

Nay, ple ace ry shade by Charon “Charon teried 
ee 
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AN EPISTLE TO GEORGE 
WILLIAM CURTIS 


1874 
Curtis, whose Wit, with Fancy arm inarm, 
Masks half Seal to charm, 


AAs sometimes 

Or only such as men must, 

Knaves sore with conscience of their own 

I come with mild remonstrance. Ere I 
start, 


A kindlier errand interrupts my heart, 
Ata ed miter, thonpet tes, yoa™ ears, 










Divine without « sound, 

ese es omnes that memory 
8008, 

As dans a8 0h coroner Wiee eacees 


Srv at tly oe {bong 
ae = 

EL Se 
Se 
Nor would you wish a aallyiaeeine Fae 
(Or our cheap substitute, wi Gp ia 
Hr eepnrtcertont iets ry 

it 


alas oan word, nor teens ep Ss 
le 
ing, what all experience serves to 


No mud can soil us but the mud we throw. 
You have heard harsher voices and more 


loud, 
aoe not sworn liegemen of the 


‘And far aloof your sileat mind conld kee 
a3 whi heavens with winter-midnight 


The pert moon hang tough, or 
Wont funds er Inent cl dives mad 


But to my business, while you rub your 


And wonder how you éver thought me wise. 
Dee friend and “id, they say you shake 


your head 
And wish some bitter words of mine un- | And 
I wish they might be,—there we are 
Lhate to speak, still more what makes the 
But I ninst utter what the voice within 
Dictates, for acquiescence dumb were sin; 
I blurt truths, if so they be, 
‘That none may need to sa} me 
Bh wore my felicity ooald I 

‘Tho temperate zeal at bala your 
But nature still o'erleaps reflection’s plan, 


AN EPISTLE TO GEORGE WILLIAM CURTIS 


nba 


Net eters fm th wri en sq: 


Calm — 2 that toiter with snow-silent 
tread, 


Wher Sith ete, even, were ul to 


ty 
oS saint and pe bet 
slec] 


sung felt 
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Of lake and stroam, and the sky’s downy 
pee eed tee | 
But friends with hardback, aster, golden- 


Leet its trast 


OF coer eden from 
bs 

‘These were my earliest friends, and latest 
Geil wate ged, whatever fate may do. 
For years I had these treasures, knew their 


pee Paratha 
sank too deep in t-stuffed rey 
‘That hours but ramnors of earth's wrongs 


and woes; 
Drieatggul Sspee! Capaea Grid sey. suueaan 
waste, 
Not void of til but toils of choice and 
Twn led Bey me ond Tb ve 


‘The pained that in my veins rebelled. 
But there eaidgetad when silent were my 


As jnilers are, and 


ve me sullen looks, 
When verses 


|, and even the woodland 
By innocent contrast, fed my heart with 
And I must twist my Se of words 


Tuto a scourge uf rou tial cords 


Unmusical, that whi fe 
mt a ‘ist pathep Brite 


To leave on their purple 


sting. 
SEE eee Gone, who so swift 


‘Ada tat = your, ’t is half s century 
Since the wve's stifled moaning broke my 
Heard ’ “i my will ja that seclusion 


Fer heard Toes forth ailenoe there, 
safeguard le my 


After that moan had sharpened to a c 
Sie amped all 


With its bape ns and such thun- | 
As heaven's and earth’s remotest chambers: 
heard, 





L iostna fo mee ai ampler bry 


looked for thir eousidee what Tsea== 


But I forbear, t would 


me 
‘To check the items in the bitter list 
Of all I counted on and all I mist. 
ccceeceenepe 


Office a fund for ballot- 


blood 
‘That i = le to mud 
Pie nib Tg aaa 


an "angry sor 


Wine i tra? a 


Wherver T tom some. soaidal can 
eer 


Dear friend, if any man I wished to 
"T were surely you whose humor’s 


aes ae 
generous min 

Sees Paradise by all mankind, 
‘en faa example ‘still to vanward 


Ctck the era a pus our ageing 
War 1 biter? ae 


Love my ‘ountry so as onl; 
love a mother fit to die 
I loved A bee old. sence, peel Ey, 
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Sank goons tat wrth they came | nt ft peony ot mere 


St eh apr of prt Foren 


For never land long lease of empi 
Whose sons sate silent when 
were done. 


Some of the verses pleased me, it is true, 

‘And still were pertinent, — those honoring 

These ow offer. take. theniy 1 you 

Like the old hand-grasp, when at Shady 

‘We met, or Staten Island, in the days 

Use own spur, nor 

It ono you. thought me rash, no longer 

Pas ft lone wie my sven 

Tisbasi no Longer when the trumpets 
battle-harness idles on the wall, 

The spider's castle, camping grvand of 


ust, 
Not without dints, and all in front, I trust. 
Shivering sometimes it calls me as it. hears 
Afar the charge's tramp and clash of 


ENE bastiicarmae tale wi aighitbe 
‘The seu-shell’s lost tradition of the sea, 
makes me muse and wonder Where ? 
and When ? 
While from my cliff I watch the waves of 


men 
‘That climb to break midway their seeming 
And think’it triumph if they shake their 


Little I ask of Fate ; will she refuse 
Some oars ace reconcilement with the 


ims Saal in and blow it free 
of dusty lone murmuring, “Sing to 
me 
And, as its 


8 Mm; scree ee 
‘The stir of ear! fn 


instincts I surprise, — 


i 





And happy in the toil that ends with song. | 


math ane 


street, 
One 1 loved to — 
The sr Sel singer wih the erovalot 


Not white than the thoughts that housed 


ah, what absence feel I at 
Aad hit re Za oath 


What sense of diminution in the air 
Once so inspiring, Emerson not there f 
But life is sweet, though all that makes it 


sweet 
Teeen Et Rene eae ae 


‘And Destin beautfel aa fot of frond 
Cantley with welcome at our journey’s 


For ms Fite gave, whate’er she else de- 


‘A nature sloping to the southern side ; 
I thank ie for it, though when Be 


Sach nates double darken 

muse upon the raargin of tl 

Our common pathway to ress fe. 
Nera the sails, that lessen 


a and beautiful embarked before; 
ith bits of wreck I patch the boat shall 


‘Me to that unexhausted Otherwhere, 
‘Wiese tes ndly-peopled shore I sometimes: 


By soft image op iplifted, beckon me, 
for sadly hear, as lower sinks the sun, 
My moorings to the past snap one by one. 




















Il. SENTIMENT 
ENDYMION 


A MYSTICAL COMMENT ON TITIAN’S 
“SACRED AND PROFANE LOVE” 


Pitched for an inmate far more excellent; 
it irrudiate to the core, 


her Iamp, but fed from inborn 


Dearer igh 
My te prow sich wa hor, aubebed by 
alee tt beet 

ve er r duo; 
Fy if obs, high-radiant there, resigned 
her image in his mind. 
than Peace is when she 
War's tumult, and retreating 


Fade to a murmur like the sough of bees 
Hidden among the noon-stilled 
Bringer of quict, thou that canst allay 
‘The dst az din and travail of the day, 
Strewer of Silence, Giver of the dew 
That doth our pastures and our souls re- 


new, 
Still dwell remote, still on thy shoreless sen 
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Float unattained in silent 

Sell light my thoughts, nor Lien. to © 

Would make thee Joss imperishably fair 
nm 


Can, then, my twofold nature find content 

Tn vain conceits of airy 

Ask Ino more? Since 
storm-strewn 





In trances such as poppies give, I » 
Things shut from/viton Uy sights soba 




















1f Goddess, could she fool the blissful woe 
‘That women in their self-surrender know ? 


m 
‘Long she abode aloof there in her heaven, 
Far as the grape-bunch of the Pleiad seven 
Beyond my madness’ utmost leap; but 
Mine eyes have feigned of late her rapture 
near, 

Dead of canis tat bend Oey 
Here in these woods and brook- 
Ae hrm 


Have no heaven-habitants e’er felt a Tet 


Feel masculine virtue flooding every limb, 
‘And life, like Spring returning, brings the 
ete iy Laue Prom al win fon; 


ag aie naked) times tr0) giadttoe 
e- 


‘Phat makes me dream Tithonns? fortune 
mine, 
‘Or what of it bly divine 
ee ra 


Leannot curb my 's imperious drift 

That wings wi em dll mortality; 

Though fancy-forged, "is al I feel ar see. 
Ww 

My Goddess sinks; round Latmos? dasken- 


Bree i Parking of bax ped 
ing of her nce HOW, 
Faint as the S lett upon suo grass.” 








By her limbs’ pressure or her fect that 
pass 
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(But softer-footed, swecter-browed, than 


Se eal hae tiga liter eovtng meee 
Let me then, if so I may 
Wah the nights tp tsdiay Oeeanee 


Maas T ben ber her lay the goddess down 
VCS el and her crescent- 


Flicker and fade away to doll eclipse 
As down to mine he deigns her 


Rea aon Sa 
Piooded and ustced va i 
She hispers words each sweeter than a 


Tn, raked with the shor of sadn 


My ee Ea Risereestop 
And, sileat in the sent o’erhead, 
as on ice- snow, 


seine and the child of dreams. 
vi 
Gone aie the time when phantasms could 


My qoest st phantaanal and bring cheated 


When, if s if she glorified my dreams, I felt 
Through all te limbs a change immortal 


At touch of hers illuminate with soul. 
Not Jong onl I bo stilled with Fancy’s 
ole 


‘Too soon the mortal mixture in me caught 

Red fire from her celestial flame, and 
fought 

For nous control in all my veins: 

My ’s prayer was accepted; what re- 
mains ? 

Or was it some eidolon merely, sent 

By her who rules the shades in banishment, 

Te — ea ar her semblance? Were 


How von mt oe whose will was trai- 
What shall conaasts an ideal dimmed ? 
How blanch eine my statue virgin-limbed, 
Soiled with inoease-amoke her chosen 


more profusel; Cie arnt 
‘The fire unearthly, fed with coals from far 








yCAde the soul’s shrine? Could my fallen 


Bo set in hasven ogc by M ) 

oe 7 my years, 
the victim to the flamen | 

And life for life's i nad nia 


But what resource when sho herself de 
From ber blue throne, and o’er her vassal — 
‘That shape thrice-deified by love, those 


Wherelit the Lethe of all others lies ? 
When my white queen of heaven's remote 


Feet enn her thereon 


‘Takes woman’s nature, walks 
8, 
at ey 


Yet all would I renounce to dream again 
‘The dream in dreams fulfilled that made 


My wale oa He pais that heightened all my 

With cow to win and prowen-booding 

Nay, would that dream reoune nce ar , 

Her from her sky there looking down at 
as : 

vu | 

Goddess, reclimb thy heaven, and be once 
more 

An inaccessible splendor to adore, 

A faith, a such transcendent 

‘As bred enol ing discontent with eardaped 

Give back the longing, back the 

‘That, fe with theo, spurned every meaner 


Give even tho spur of impotent 
That, aes hope, stil bade a 


Give back the need to worship, that 

Down to the soul the virtue it adores! 

ay, bright sod mot tne deem 

Tove frie wor the melo wind 
thought: 
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Stil stoop still grant,—T live but in thy | But one day eame Northen, and lithe 


Be what thou wilt, but be a woman still ! 

Vainly I cried, nor could myself beliove 

‘That what I prayed for I would fain re- 
ceive. 


THE BLACK PREACHER 
A BRETON LEGEND 


Ar Carnac in Brit 
‘They show you a 
Rie of a dead one, let there to bleach 
With the wreck lying near on the crest of 
the beach, 

Roofiess and splintered with thunder-stone, 
*Mid lichen-blurred gravestones all alone; 
°T is the kind of ruin strange sights to 


see 
‘That may have their teaching for you and 
me. 


, close on the bay, 
wurch, or rather the 


Something like this then, my guide had to 

tel 

Perched on a snint cracked across when he 

Bat since I might chance give his moaning 
a wre! a 

He talking his patois and I English-French, 

Dil put that he cd mo, plsoering tos 
tone, 


Inarhymed prose that makes it half his, 
my own. 


‘An abbey-church stood here, once on a 
time, 

Built as a death-bed atonement for crime: 

*T was for somebody's sins, know not 


whose; 
- But sinners are plenty, and you can choose. 
eee inka now of the dusk-winged 


: 

Twas rich enoogh once, andthe brothers 
grew fat, 

Louser in girdle and purpler in jow!, 

Singing geod rest to the founders Tost soul. 





Lappe up the chipterhouse, Hcked off 
And left all a rubbish-heap, black and 
Where only the wind sings miserere, 

No priest hus kneeled since at the altars 


Bier sonod ef ect 85 lees Beard) 
Except from throat of the unclean bird, 
Hooting to shapes as they puss 
In midnights unholy his witobes’ wass, 
Or shouting “Ho! ho!” from the belfry 
As the Devil's sabbath-train whirls by. 
But once a year, on the eve of All-Souls, 
‘Through jeep dishallowed the 
organ 
Fingers long fleshiess the bell-ropes wor 
The chimes peal mufiled with pha 
mil 
Ped vacetpr i dd pcewat ier 
n the baleful flicker lights 
kod tha phcots nas eos, 0 the a 


To a preaching of Reverend Doctor Death, 

Abbots, monks, barons, and Indies fair 

Hear the dull sammons and there: 

No rustle of sill now, no clink of mail, 

Nor ap a one greets his church-mate 
le; 

No knight whispers love in the chdtelaine’s 

ear, 

His next-door neighbor this five-hundred 

arent ing torr 

‘or tl shadowy now as 

Nor needeth any to hold Hie breath, 

Lest he lose the least word of 

Death. 

He chooses his text in the Book Divine, 

Tenth verse of the Preacher in chapter 
ine: — 

«Whatsoever thy hand shall find thee to 

‘That do with thy whole might, or thou 


rue 
For no man is wealthy, or wise, or brave, 


























Yo had wai Him, and that last 
sumer 


But I can’t pretend to give you the nor- 
Or say the tongue were Fre Latin, 
Whatever he presched in T give you my 


ee Parrearres iG mo POTION 08 2s 
was never a 
fe Han yas never bogging fear, 
never, nor 


Winn aloo of Serpe wih sah a 


ee oR era wh bls Reneas seat 


Beane ating te tee aoe and! 


From two earnest friars, a black and a 
‘Tho Dominican Death and the Carmelite 
‘And between these two there is never 


For each has his separate office and station, 
1 pena own work in the congrega- 


Wa "tho white brother deafens his 
Rad peraetba wrenete wcilty iameioetine 
TRE Rees Sip eed gts 

In that blackness of darkness that means 


too late, 
And come once @ yoar, when the ghost-bell 
As till Doomsday it shall on the eve of 
‘To hear Doctor whose words smart 











doubles, 
fills the 

‘hich once 
bubbles. 


with serious 
© \Ginuat ettcred with 


“Fie, Mr. Graybeard! Is this wise ? 

Ta this the tooral of a ia 

Who, when the plant of en dies, 
Se seer eee 


“That herb of el: root, 
rom sar sowing what feeds on 
Is burnt-ont and soot 
Fit acil 25 becew lin detety costa on? 


* if in Arcadia ons 
Nani", so soon forget the way 


Savi PS os be such a dunce 
f not contentedly to stay there?” 

Dear child, ’¢ was but a sorry 

Bod teats ioe beret Utes the oyeie 


Who makes the Book of Life a nest 
For comments staler than rabbinic. 


If Love his simple spell but ke 

Life with idee eyes fo ator” 
‘The Grail itself were crockery cheap 
To Every-day’s communion-platter. 


One Darby is to me well known, 
‘Who, as the hearth between them blazes, 

Sees the old moonlight shine on Joan, 
And float her youthward in its hazes. 


He rabs his spectacles, he stares, — 
pees ree Hee tial witched him 








He gop for his remaining hairs, 
Is this a fleece that feels so curly ? 


“Good heavens! bat now ’t was winter 
Ana of ae 


‘The almanad's a fool! "T i May ! 
Hang family Bibles! Tam twenty! 








nn 


over the Joud and dusty te 
soft gray cup in in saf aca 
‘To brim ere ee 
Of downy breasts and thro 
O'er which the friendly elm-troe 
An emerald roof with sculptured ahs 


Below, the noisy World drags by 
In the old way, because it must, 
‘The bride with heartbreak in her eye, 
ne ay ope enete ated dust: 
luty, wins me o| Spring, 
png hen and fly, and 


Oh eee 
Sages eee 
ing merry months a 
i eaeernttbgreriaye 
And, when the Autumn comes, to flee 
‘Wherever sunshine beckons thee ! 
PALINODE — DECEMBER 
Like some lorn abbey now, the wood 
Stands roofless in the bitter air; 























398 HEARTSEASE AND RUE 
Tn ruins on its floor is strewed Fall-sailed, forth like a tall tip sata 
‘The columned choir once thrilled song, wild it, Z 
And thou, dear nest, whence joy and praise ‘soul where it lists them, 
‘The thankful used to pour, ‘ing the li fantasy bither 
‘Swing’st empty while the north winds chase like driftweed. | 
Ferenc Hee Laleations 
Tepe Pane elt re eal tata wast BIRTHDAY VERSES 
when the Summer graces flee WRITTEN IN A CHILD'S ALBUM 
aap edie 
And, where June crowded once, I see *T was sung of old in hut and hall 
Only bare trunk and disleaved iz onee a king in hour | 
When springs of life that g and | Hung musing o'er his castle wall, | 
And, lost in dreams, let fall 
Ran and slower, and are hushed; Into the sea his ring of power. 
When our own branches, Then, let him sorrow as he 
‘The vacant nests of Spring betray, And pledge his daughter and his throne 
Nurseries of love, and To wi restored tie Jess 
‘That as our year jw omer The spell ne'er unite; 
When Life drones o’er a tale twice The grim old ocean held its own. 
O'er embers pleading with the cold, — 
Tie Sel porte eee 
I'll trust, that, like the birds q ‘On man, the gear oF the King, 
r good goes not without repair, To hovel bare or hall of state 
But 1 pep idee lacy Anege ring tet mann ae 
in some diviner ith succeeding birthday bring. 
Where we aball find it inthe calms sf 
that fair len “neath ims. Therein are set four jewels rare: 


A YOUTHFUL EXPERIMENT IN 
ENGLISH HEXAMETERS 


IMPRESSIONS OF HOMER 


aa Neto 
ray heart back, 
Over his?deep thind muses, a8 when o'er 
Poises = henpt load lari ‘ipening the 
a loud Turi 
eens 


Slow rolls onward the verse with a long 
sorall heaving and swinging, 

Seeming to wait till, gradually wid’ning 
rom far-off horizons, 

Piling the deeps up, heaping the glad- 
hearted surges before it, 

Gathers the thought as a strong wind 
darkening and cresting the tumalt. 

‘Then every pause, every heave, each trough 
in the waves, has its meanings 





Pearl winter, summer's ruby blaze, 


To him the simple spell who knows 





From him the is stippin still, 
And he 
Aad dry rs he pet 


ESTRANGEMENT 


Tue from me to 
Uciredden long, wih p 
Mute carpet that his lieges. 





DAS EWIG-WEIBLICHE 





| 


sf 
i 
i 


the loneliest of its kind, 
faint footfall from afar 
its mates are dumb and blind. 


ie 


shy and secret as a maid, 
ere in choir the robins sing, 
teffiea tea tre an Mice Gna afta 


But Phiahe! Phabe! sadly sweet 
Is all it says, and then is still. 


It calls and listens. Earth and sky, 
Hushed by the pathos of its fate, 
Listen : no whisper of reply 
‘Comes from its doom-lissevered mate, 


Phabe! it calls and calls again, 
ae De fetee te bat have heard, 
hung ‘in 
‘About the memory of the bird; 
A pain articulate so long, 
Penance of some mouldered crime 
Whose ghost still flies the Furies’ thong 
Down the waste solitudes of time. 





Waif of the 
When 


And will mali, 
Love's kii 


Be 
Like children that have lost their way, 
Is it a type, since Nature’s Lyre 
Nien led ea LEE 
Of that insatiable desire, 
‘Meant to be so since life began ? 


drawn 
Renew its iterations faint. 


So ! yet from remotest years 
castes tank ae 


DAS EWIG-WEIBLICHE 


How was I worthy so divine a loss, 
Deepeniog my midnights, kindling all 
morns 


Why, waste saob preston wood $0 oaas 
cross, 
Ee for my erown of 
‘And when she came, how earned I such 
Wasp ‘on me, a poor earth-delving: 
The freide sweotnesses, the heavenward 
‘The hourly mercy, of a woman’s soul ? 








before, 
Then shall her sunshine all our dopths 
And not a shadow stain heaven's erystal 


THE RECALL 

















ON BURNING SOME OLD 
LETTERS 


ee eres wroosls anal een 


*Neath the skin’s pellucid veil, 


Like the 's le; 
‘This her breath has sweetened; this 
Still seems trembling with the kiss 
She half- 


From them all an 
With her nearness fills the air, 
‘Till the murmur I half-hear 

Of her light fect drawing near. 











i 
: 
ie 
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F Pe 


e 
i 
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THE PROTEST 


I couxp not bear to see those eyes 
On all with wasteful largess shine, 








SF eytre ‘ 


? 


THE PETITION 
On, tell me Jess or tell me more, 


creasing debt, 
And Cuckoo! Cuckoo! faintly call. 


Our senses run in di ning grooves, 
‘Thrown out of whic! Mtoe bce their tact, 
And consciousness with effort moves 
From habit past to present fact. 


oh, where no mr 
Might I whirl away with them 1 











PAOLO TO FRANCESCA 403 
‘And they who do their souls no wrong, 
CASA SIN ALMA Bet ep a cost the faith of morn, 


RECUERDO DE MADRID 


SrieNcroso por la puerta 
De decopee falc ext 

Jo siem| 
Yila enoanntro en vano abierta, 
Cual la boca de una muerta 
Despues que el alma se fué. 


A CHRISTMAS CAROL 


FOR THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL CHILDREN OF 
THE CHURCH OF THE DISCIPLES 
‘The Church of the Disciples in Boston waa 
under the ministration of the Reverend James 
Freeman Clarke. 


“Wuar means this glory round our feet,” 
The than 


And voices chanted clear and sweet, 
“ To-day the Prince of Peace is born !” 


aie means that star,” the Shepherds 
“That brightens through the rocky 








‘Shall dail; the angel-song, 
Bere dby the Prince &) Boost ta bora !™ 


MY PORTRAIT GALLERY 


(ee pea ee MI 
By st reared, the artist wise and 
— sites quarries ‘of deep- buried 
‘There, a8 in soothing melanchol; 
irom bow pirelsiaes ies ecal eat 
bag of my now 

The loud, bbe boy, the low-voieed 

maiden, 

Now for the first time seen in flawless truth. 
Ah, never master that drew mortal breath 
Can match thy portraits, just and generous 
Whore br brush with sweet regretful tints is 


hon geist Unt which struggled here 


MAL od te aed tan sacl 


Woven of that light that rose on Easter 
morning. 


PAOLO TO FRANCESC/ 
Iwas with thee in Heaven: I cannO% 


Wake wie iaiceete sa 


first we found, then lost, us wa % 
Abolished Time, abolished Earth ax 
only Heaven. Then from 
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SONNET 
ON BEING ASKED FOR AN AUTOGRAPH 
IN VENICE 


ways: 4 
In this mee to record my mame 
Something within mo hangs the head 


Like him who, in the desert’s awful 
Notches his cockney initials on the 
THE DANCING BEAR 


Fax over Elf-land poets streteh their: 
And win their dearest crowns beyond 


Meee 5) witched mine 
“ Merci, Mossiew!" the 








Of partial memory, at his side 
A bear immortal. tne lat dole F v0. 
‘Was none of mine; poor Heine o’er the 


wide 
Atlantic welter stretched it from his grave. 





THE MAPLE 
yee as 
‘To be in tune with what the robins sing, 

Plastering new log-huts ‘mid her branches 
But when the Automn southward tums 
‘Then in ber veins burns moat the blood of 


Igy 
nd intensely blossoming, 
he Ms oetce sunset pale the set of 


© Youth unprescient, were it only so 

IS tess plea, oe ppuasanade 
rec! 

Thinking their drifting blooms Fate's cold- 
est snow, 

You sete cask aan upon the faithfal 

Nor in that vernal stem the cross fore- 


1 ee ONS 


NIGHTWATCHES. 
‘Wuix the slow clock, as they were miser’s 
Ooms recounts the mornward steps of 
The darkness thrills with conscience of 
By Dea commited, daily grown more 
Once more the list of all my wrongs is 
Ana oly band tc me from my 
With southern wind; bat now the boughs 
are bent 









‘hteenth ae 
wwe saw hor ‘to her dreary tomb at the 
Exeorial, by the coach and its eight 
white horses in which she had driven in trie 
umph from the church to the palace on the 
day of her wedding. The brutes tossed 
their mowy plumes as ‘ily now as then, 
‘Her death is really a ‘public loss. She 
was amiable, intell and si — not, 
beautiful but —and was already 
becoming ” 


Ress seas could promise or be- 
Youth, Beauty, Love, a erown, the bockon- 


Lids never wet, unless with tears, © 
A life remote from every woe, 


Of the Alealé, five PSP aes ago? 
‘The guns were shouting Io Hymon then 
{Phakaien iis '¥; now denounce ‘her 
The same white steeds that tossed their 
Tocdy a proly drag her to to tomb, 
Grim et fate et who dare call it 
, 
it rhat life is, what our human- 
Rsowingiry 
PRISON OF CERVANTES 
Suds ot ellineens ‘Though Nature's firm 
lecree 
‘The narrowing soul with narrowing dan 
goon bind, r 


HEARTSEASE AND RUE 


His humor wise could see life's long de- 
ceil 
Man's Bafta sims, nor thrafore both de- 


His ehtly nature could ill 
ska Whose Pees ir; 


Drvcal paises a diner nak arog are his 

By Aven soured “neath the April’ 
von. same 's 
skies ? 


TOA RADY sae RAIS ON THE 


pein aca 
Thar sors to fall the hntes of Obert 


withered May 
cosing ot Tonge m 
‘That eward crawl from Dreamland; 
fancy tgs her cloak of Daskn 
r 18s | 
2 yah foe the dungeon of To-day. 
ier times and scenes I seem to 


And, as her fingers flutter o’er the stri 
‘The days return when I was young ax 
And my fedaes Senne began to foel 


their wi 
With all Heaven's blue before them: 
Memory 
Or Music is it such enchantment sings ? 


THE EYE'S TREASURY 
Gou of the it backward. 
Cae 

on my iL 
Tan ah false hope or fear didst never 


His heart wit that ‘th 
hood ee ee; nor is child- 





ene 
ve of earthward | 
iis te ths deape of other tube fer bt, 
And on the topmost leaves makes glorioas 


Goat en 


PESSIMOPTIMISM 
Ye little think what toil it was to build 


spilled. 
Yet this is better than a life of caves, 
Whose 


highest art was scratching ox 


toilsome arrowheads of flint; 
Metron cy tame to hear while Cleon 


To Matt wile want etorned in paint or 
And Sar? the drain-drenched shoals of 
daily print. 
THE BRAKES 
Vimar Somsllees yoncs a wees eae 
To eth pet hither from our caves and 
And tr hog palo i he dp 





Hoping in one rash leap to snatch the 
© 

‘The coursers of the sun, whose hoofs of 

Consume morn’s misty threshold, are exact 

‘As bankers’ clerks, and all this star-paised 

One swerve allowed, were with convulsion 
rackt; 

This world were doomed, should Dulness 
fail, to tame 

i esac eel St Ris Sea Canoe 


A FOREBODING 
Waar were the whole void world, if thou 
wert 


not gray, 
And by thy force the happy stars are sped. 
the hope of thee to overflow 


And grasses brighten round her feet to 


Hay, and the hope delights all nature so 
eae art ‘tread on seems to 


k III. FANCY 
UNDER THE OCTOBER MAPLES 


Waar mean these banners 
ope eee 
Gomes there a prince to-day ? 
Sneh footing were too fine 
For feet less argentine 

‘Than Dian's own or thine, 
‘Queen whom my tides obey. 





te 
A 
fa 


Eee 
i 
h 


Ee 
Ht 
‘Hl 
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LOVE’S CLOCK 


A PASTORAL 


And Love's watch gains, if Time a 

So snail-like es 
Why should his feet 

Become more fleet 

Than cowards’ are, when lovers meet 
And Love's watch loses ?” 








“FRANCISCUS DE VERULAMIO 
SIC COGITAVIT” 


And how much 
Sinoe your mind bubbled up at its foun- 
in, 


mountain, 
As every mind must that grows great? 


While you thought ’t was You thinking as 


ne’ 
: as wet ith Gas de, 
ou im ir sel 
‘Tho whole Past was thinking through 
pee 


Greece, Rome, nay, your namesake, old 

With ‘Truth’s nameless delvers who 
wrought 

Tn the dark mines of Trath, helped to prod 
Fine brain with the goad of their thought, 

As mummy was prized for a rich hue 
‘The painter no elsewhere could find, 

‘So ‘twas buried men's thinking with which 
Gave the ripe mellow tone to your mind. 


Theard the strawberry sayi 
1 gOnly look what a ruby “ve mand!” 


how the bees in their mayin; 
Drought it the stuff for ita trade. 
And yet there ’s the half of a truth in it, 
And my Lord might his copyright suo; 
For a thonght’s his who kindles new youta 


in it, 
Or 80 puts it as makes it more true. 





‘The birds but 
old 


And we men through our old bit of song 
run, 
‘Until one just improves on the rest, 
And we call a his, in the 
RE 


AUSPEX 


had song-birds 
eee ay 
days, to 
bein peta 
Shall whirl dead leaves and snow. 


THE PREGNANT COMMENT 


Orxtnc one day a book of mine, 
T nbesnt, Hester found « ling 


. . 
“ What mean,” I ask,“ these sudden joys? 
‘This fecling fresher than a boy's? 
What makes this line, familiar 








‘how amirle salt ee 7 IV. HUMOR AND SATIRE 
Tou tie bigs al recover FITZ ADAM'S STORY 
; . written 
she deign to lift you there, (The greater part of this was: 
Mormar het T may wot dare; my ag ts prt of are ont be 
pea thes monn pearly i some of them grave, some comic, It gives 
ecenne bey me amd to remember that I was n= 
aes Reale eed couraged fn this ‘by my friend the Inte 
Beauty’s every mood, Sir Hop Cer) 
Never never ‘ ‘Thus Lowell in the note which he prefixed 
Changeful fair as windwaved flame" — Si ere a eee ts ex ieene 
pee |e ee eae 
Wi me far hack at 84, when iui ew ean 
With the flush of bliss restrained, of Die Rome be wre to ae ae 
next volume, I think, will show 
pee enon tha Te is to bo called The Nooning. Now 
More than feels the dreaming dulse what it will be. ‘he name sugeeta 
In the midmost ocean's caves, Tarturngits; down tea trien — 
When a tempest heaps the waves. tell you auything about it yet, and you must 
must woo her in a phrase not mention it.” A little later he wrote to. 
‘Mystic as the opal’s blaze, dhe mune corrrpondent: “Dace ironed th 
re maids alone éan see tile for me, and i nota pleasant one? My 
ee fo Piety of bait u dows olf frends be Pawel 
AEE peer pea Ty go dove tthe sir and ated hen 
i ‘Proposes a 
‘Though no reach of mortal skill oon epee Ot Og the ond of the 
Ever told it all, or will; causey near our house, and has seats in it) to. 
ere eee eae more | take their nooning. ‘There they agree that 
‘Tell you what you guessed ! cach shall tell a story or recite a poem of 
THE SECRET plan and tells's humorous tale, with 
wave a fancy: how shall I bring it of Yamkeo character and habits in it, Tamm 
ane bo ell maortals wicraver they bo 27 ||) 57 So (orsah Tega io eign eg feiae 
Seen tng et Show itor wing it, | stright ato Boston Bay, an elisa Baystate 
it trun or out Us q 
‘Merest cocoon-web wiense it broke free? | 2%, ‘Two Fan ch oy eae 
‘with any other firm), otk ation 
Only ret from disaster, Nar es by the Transcendentalist of the 
‘Ouly cue magia is that ofthe Master’ | Sosy’ so ae'sks Weentan Ts mal enveroee 





aay 
‘Accitis fine ia hia 

‘A sort of mild Le Byer ly. 
‘or comic 

Fe et te cise 


Bee a fo ane 
tone, 

He loved them all, unless they were his 
own. 

You might have called him, with his hu- 


morous twist, 
pune of human entomologist: 
As these home, from every walk they 
‘Their hat-crowns stuck with bugs of curi- 
ous 


worse — 
But that he had, or feigned, contempt of 
‘verse; 
Called it Stoning Janguage, and held 
‘world’s lullab of ruder times. 
Bice ork os intoleuk tne 
‘He satirized himself the first of 
In men and their affairs could find no law, 
| ‘And was the ill logic that he thought he 
| saw. 
Scratching a match to light his pipe 
anew, 
Serres rent ace ee 
And thus began; “T give all my word, 
T think this tnock- Deon eines 
n! how bring that to pass 
Tn our : clime save under double 
‘The moral east-wind of New En; life 
Would snip i its gay luxuriance Ui e a knifo; 
“a glaciers brooded here, they 
Through 3 ‘eons nuinb; we feel their obill 
to-day. 
‘These foreign plants are but half-handy 


Die on a south, and on a north wall chill. 


he 





Why more exotics? Try your native 
vines, 

And in some thousand years you may have 
wines; 

Your present grapes are harsh, all puly 
and skins, aa 


And want traditions of ancestral bins 
‘That saved for evenings round the polished 


board 
Old lw the hillside’s 
\wa-fires, sun-steeped 


Hiker nS ith RES 
baa ratas vines of Poesy should 
Sai eye your only lonap as E 


Makes up for virtue wanting in the soil; 
Ere bate Bele a Deiat 


Wr St a 8 


You hay story-teller worth 
‘Orv antBeoencey—mar aaa taal 


‘Al bewthorn salog: npctoga smcet tiataeg 
And Mee Frei prety wall to 
However, sinoe you any oo, I wil tase 

tg yw oy, Haag a 
be Ie Rati 
Bicclea tanete gid Soa who had no 
(Fortunate Taoe 1) ond: built their nesta 
Tn lonely tomers, to which the Jongleur 
His ex of cheap and tawdry 


With here and there a fancy fit to see 
ee cee grace in golden filix 


Paci 

















‘sun, 
River and sea, and glows when day is done; 
Nay, rwhero. the seals grotesques, and 


monlds in jest 
sear ean iasy, I find unfading 
‘The natural instincts year by year retire, 






As deer shrink northward from the settler’s | Of 


fire 
‘And he who loves the wild game-flavor 
more 
‘Than city-feasts, where every man’s a bore 
Erilatans cosas nen caer te chase 
| The steamer’s throb and railway’s iron 











sions fell 
It dwelt retired, and balf had grown to be 
As aboriginal as rock or tree. 
Tt nestled close to earth, and seemed to 
ioe noel Siceaite Ie ele ore 
mi 
As by the peat that rather fadesthan burns 
turns, 
although her newest news were old 
Ere "ii. frat ose drum at Concord 
If paint ite’er had known, it knew no 
Th plow Hen pared ely or 
That soft lead-gray, less dark beneath the 
eaves 
Sige th, sloye gush, ob wor war wreasnes 
Sra kena iro eloped iackward, fa the 
(Aba ‘vassal leex-tou gathered thickly rouid, 
Patched on, as sire or son had felt the need, 
Like chance growths sprouting from the 
Erie ce aicat a yellotploa toon pet 
as about a yellow- 5 
Bis cong barko4 dartings ina fal sing. 
Sed chimney was the central 
Airaseet pearization, Shrough tet cluster 
wrought: 
Far ’t is not styles far-fetched from Greeoe 
or Rome, 
But just tho Fireside, that can make a 
me; 
None of your spindling things of modern 
ia tpins stock through to stay the card- 
lt pile, 
It pm ead shouldered, kindly, debo- 


Its warm breath whitening in the October 
‘au, 


he 





Of his loose shirt there showed a brambly 
wind-forebodit 

His tanned pre dnipdaion pease fiane! 

Cleanse he was, save where a hedge 

U iis brew throat leaned 

About an Adam-apple, that beneath 
like @ boulder froma brambly heath. 

The Tag true child and nars- 

Equi ‘itudes for three: 

Mo qelibs Ws ts valso hee cee 


Or ‘© the contents of a stack or mow; 
He could foretell the weather at a word, 


Waiting the flutter of his home-made 
Nay, chee  antenae fer hatha 
To ake fair-play range a ten-tined 
OF sportsmen true he favored every whim, 
But never corey found a pula ia him; 
natural many th all his istnet fre, 
fot buzzing in Reflection’s mesh, 
Firm on ita feet stood his broad: 
As bluffly honest as a northwest wind; 
Hard-headed and soft-hearted, you'd scarce 
t 
A kindl ice mistore of the shrewd and 
Generous by birth, and ill at ‘No, 
ee ee 
Would yiel i Lae ala ae 
nightfall all Ke made. 
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Nor dared deflower with use a single chair; 
Leaught no cold, yet i pains could find 


Nay, donot smiles L love this kind of thing, 
ong nee traditions with a broken wing, 
ld nook in Fancy’s pipe-blown 


as pes toe co 


By airy incomes from a coat of arms?” 
He paused a moment, and his features 
took 


‘The flitting sweetness of that inward look 
Thinted at before; but, scarcely seen, 
It shrank for shelter ‘neath his harder mien, 
‘And, rapping his black pipe of ashes clear, 
He went on with a self-derisive snecr: 
“OES make a part of God’s de- 


‘And bresk the forest-path for fect divine; 
To furnish foothold for this grand prevision 
Is eens yet—to be the mere transi- 


That, you il say, is Geshe sel 
Scarce like to feed the ogre By-and-by. 
pnmpecnee 95) my nerves; my taste is 
wooed 


By things that are, not going to be, 
Ppa etel a mn Boyle ee 


BAetes to help the Consummation ony, 
Whether a new than the old more 


Or n denilint of rascal-ruled despair; 
But my skull somehow never closed the 
suture 


ies scone, to kai ours firmly with the 
it 

So you'll excuse me if I'm sometimes fain 
‘To tie the Past’s warm nighteap o'er my 





I’m quite aware 'tis not in fashion here, 
Hot. thea quer aocttiae’ while acta 
severe: 


“ But See story: though ‘tis truly 
But Sie as in Memory’s sketchbook 


caught, 

And whic my claim «val on the are 
‘Soe! now no more. 
Shall T confess? The tavern’s only Lar 

Seemed (be not shocked !) its homely-fea- 

tured bar. 

Here ded fry of bsnl tht be 
fancies in its eml siden-red, 

And sursed the loggerhead whose Bissing 


Timed by nice instinct, creamed the mug 
‘Thtsinkade rors modeth fo wont esl 


round, 
Nor left one nature wholly winter-bound; 
Hence dropt the tinkling coal all mellow- 


For Uncle Reuben’s tall-extinguished pi 
Hence rayed th best, as rep Sect 


Tat yond fort many st of rn 


Here Hors ruled as king by rj t divine; 

No other face bad such a w! 

No laugh like his so full 7 hoten oa 
Above the rest it crowed like Chanticleer, 


‘In this one room his dame you never 


Where red hy custom old Sli laws 
Here coatless lolled he on his throne of oak, 
And a tongue paused midway if he 


Duo mirth he loved, yot was his sway seteray 
No blear-eyed driveller got his stagger 


here; 

« Measure was happiness; who wanted more, 
Must buy his rnin at the Deacon’s store;? 
None but his lodgers after ten could stay, 
Nor after nine on eves of Sabbath-day. 

He had his favorites and his 
pe y Nature owns for hers: 


bring scanty 
sat Sa foni 


Rude soe-t men who doctor 


a 
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ae 


i a ee 
queer fish that doze the droughts 


Sy eaee lps I caught from Uncle 
2G eater *twixt whiffs and 


he tary i solong have tried to all 
humor coarse, the persons common, — 


From Natare on do I love to paint, 





she send a satyr or a saint; 


Whether 
‘To me Sincerity’s the one thing good, 
Soiled hough the be and lst siden 


gunn at 


town some ten miles south 
river-mouth, 


A seaport town, an: alee ie ite good 
Wi bor and dried fish and castern 


Hiase Diesen Bitters dwelt and kept the 
Store, 


‘Tho richest man for many a mile of shore; 
In little less than everything dealt he, 
meetin, 
So dextrous ¢! 
He could make p 

In business strict, to bring the true 


He had been known to bite a fig in two, 
RaalsEaagre hertical fas o Sengieeal. 


uses to a chest of ten; 
withal a flint to skin, 
on a single pin; 


All that had he ready held for R 
See 


Bag ind ck om be pede 
has cee ae 


Da 
man who wont a tee 
iin t the weekdays 


On Mow hit dun 
Ga Monten y wl wie, by Saturday a 


His tecool coca 


brown, 
fen to hide a desert crown; _ 
was, Fools aie black perhaps of — 


ee 
In summer-time a banyan loose he wore; 
His trousers short, through many a season 


true, 

Made no pepe 
th webstore chief adornment was, 

tts porcelain buttons rimmed wih duly 


he, it in each 

saw 
doaaile eres ee 
Gr lond the obotr throught sll sa 


woes, 
With voice that gathered unction in 


‘Wherein a constant snuffle hear, 
Asif with him "t were na een 

‘At pew-head sat he with decorous 
Insermon-time could foot his 
Cae eyes and heavet 


Contin» nw Save Sn 


A aetead be 
A po sawed pect tt srt a 








And in his orthodoxy straitened 
‘As it enlarged the Busines at his 
He honored Moses, but, when 
planned, 
Had his own notion of the Proualsad: 


“Soon as the winter made the 
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For all the trade bad gathered ‘neath his 
He pa oon and Now Hagan 
Making ive oi prota with a conscience 
Ctanp ale ought and all he paid with 
‘With his own mete-wand measuring every 
‘An honest cord in Jethro still would fail 


Waal lores! to eat-atiok hat acon "dies 
could spy; 

Yet none dared grumble, for no farmer 

ee ar aca him in the Deacon’s 


are te first snow was mealy under 

A team drawled creaking down Quompe- 
gan street. 

‘Two cords of oak weighed down the grind- 


ing sled, 
And cornstalk fodder rustled overhead; 
‘they shouldered 


f Gas deltas own wen 
IAs this opkepe ‘frock that ewang ‘below hie 
knee. 


Behind his load for shelter waded he; 
His mittened hands now on his chest he 


beat, 
Now “3 ped the stiffened cowhides of his 
ety 
Hushed ai a a om; his armpit scarce 
The walnut whipstock slippery-bright with 


What wonder if, the tavern ashe pasts 
He looked and longed, and stayed his 


onsts at 
Who patient stood and veilod themselves 
Wie eh es ea 


Pe ss a it of thought 
© fire, in wan 





There sat a brother-townxman weather- 


ase "ewixt coarse brows and 


His eyes lay ambushed, on the watch for 
‘Clemny Seay ae giatertng Hs emia 


A shifty creature, with a turn for fun, 
Could mere a poor horse for a better 


ec Direc tee 
‘To him the in-comer, ‘Perez, how d’ ye 
‘Jest as I'm mind to, Obed; how do 
Then fis oye inkling such ewit gleams 


‘Along the levelled barrel of a 
Brought its" Hs siioeldae’ by saat aoe 


‘Will bring his game down, he continued, 
big payin igbacct But you 're 
‘The Denton 's of Old Splitfoot could n't 


He made a bee-line las’ night in the storm 
‘To where he won't need wood to keep him 


warm. 
‘Fore this he’s treasurer of a fund to 
¥e imps as missionaries; to 

Tin ears contrac that he nin We 
For fireproof pitchforks of a pattern new. 
nmiere P tiekled him, all drawbacks 


To think he stuck the Old One in a trade; 
His soul, to start with, wasn't worth a 


carrot, 
peligro cecte ry tte eA 
swear at 


“By thst Obed bad hs wie thea 


Ad king a the othe al ind 
pare fox-skin cap to scratch his 


an woe emele foos 
dead and t’ other d that fol- 
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With folks that never love a thing but 

‘He pulled up stakes last evening, fair and 

And ever since there's been a row Down 
There. 


Tho minute the old chap arrived, you see, 
atimestnns 8 coecleyil 9"bsca; oa oars 


gy good at? Little enough, 
ryan” sold Biv von I a 

” says ol : can 
Scale a fair fai load Toad of wood with o'er a man.” 
“Wood oA don’t deal in; but perhaps 


suit, 
Bacau re by ur bimatone by the fo: 
Here, take this measurin’-rod, a8 smooth as 


And keop'a reckonin’ of what loads comos 
in. 

You 1 not want business, for we need a 

Seer a ee tens aren yee) seadl oe 


At frie *re barely half 
0 pg le trate frenbed a 


etc have to let the dranght on 
But, heat "om through, they seem to hold 
it longer.” 


“<Bitters he took the rod, and pretty 
soon 
A eee comes, whistling an ex-psalm 


A like would n't ask to see, 
No dite i i limp, from you’ or 


‘No aioe Perez! Don't your mem- 
Why, se thunder was his horns and 
‘They bealy worn by some old-fashioned 


They mostly ‘aim at looking just like folks. 
are scarce as queues and top- 


boots 

T would spoil their usefulness to lock too 

ieieeeoceaital aya inte tam etic 
come, 

They'd get no purchase on you: now be 
mom. 





On come the teamster, smart as Davy 
i te ret be ores 
you 


hair! 
“Hold on!” Bitters, “stop right 


inp? en 
I muse home by noon-time with the 
‘That ind soe “rises, Pecita foot anda 
‘There's fourteen foot and over” says the 
“Wort tweity dolla of i worth = 
Good fourtrproof brimstone that make 


m squirm, — 

T leave it to the Headman of the Firm; 

After we masure it, we aby ig 

Some on to allow for eee 

Imp and full-grown, I cared a 
here, 

And gi’n fair satisfaction, thirty year.” 

With that they fell to quarrellin’ so loud 

That in five minutes they had drawed # 


crowd, 
And afore Tong the Boss, who heard the 
Comes elbowin’ in with “What's to psy: 
here now ?” 


Both partice heard, the:sieiee = aa 


And of tbe load a carefal Rerey 
hicey ys bossed the business bere,” 


te me.” 
Then, orice the Deacon, “You mean 


None of yous old Quompegan tricks with 
They. wea" do Dance eieel 

y wot ora we plain old 
And don't quite undarstand that Kind 9! 
I know this teamutnr, and his ps Ria 
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And the hard-working Mrs. D. that bore 


He would n't soil his conscience with a lie, 
Though he might get the custom-house 


“This is my tale, heard twenty years 

Prom Ue Reuben, as the logs burned 

Touching the walls and ceiling with that 
bloom 


That makes a rose’s calyx of a room. 
I could not give his language, where- 
throngh ran 

The gamy flavor of the bookless man 

‘Who shapes a word before the fancy 

As Crusoe improvised his tools, 

T liked the tale, —'t was like so many told 
By Rutebeuf and his brother Trouvéres 


bold; 
Nor were the hearers much unlike to 


theirs, 
‘Men unsophisticate, rude-norved as bears. 
Ezra is gone and his large-hearted kind, 
‘The landlords of the hospitable mind; 
Good Warriner of Springfield was the last; 
An inn is now a vision alae 
‘One yet-surviving host my mind recalls, — 
You aS him if you go to Trenton 


THE ORIGIN OF DIDACTIC 
POETRY 


Waen wise Minerva still was young 
And just the least romantic, 

Soon after from Jove’s hend she flung 

That preternatural antic, 

"I is sail, to keep from idleness 
Or flirting, those twin curses, 

She spent her leisure, more or less, 
In writing po—, no, verses. 


How nice they were ! to rhyme with. 

j fine prmad peepee = 
‘The metre, too, was regular 

As schoolboy’s dot and carry; 





ee tal Or eee plums, 
extra-aper-m = 
For sucking Virtue’s tevder gums 


A clean, fair she 
Male sure of moods nnd tenses, 


how 
‘Treat it would be to read 
After next day’s Ambrosia. 
‘The Gods thought not it would amuse 
So much as Homer's Od 
eS ee 
ie properest of Goddesses: 
So all cat found in attitudes 
Pea sly ioe f prudes 
with a e queen of 
hens grave peseetae 


At the de NEN 
sung !— 
I ee Phorbas, — he knows.” 


Says Pharbus, “Zounds !’a wolf 's am 
Admetus's merinos ! — 


di 
Bat must gor Thave a bride 
To see about in Cyprus.” 


‘Then Bacchus, — “I must say good-by, 
Although my peace it j H 

I meet a man at four, to try. 
A well-broke pair of I » 

His words woke Hermes. “Ah!” he said, 
“T go love moral theses!” 

‘Then winked at Hebe, who turned red, 
‘And smoothed her apron’s creases. 

Just then Zeus snored, —tho Eagle drew 
His head the wing from under; 


Zeus snored, — o'er startled Greece there 












Proud Pallas si Fate celt 


ete ne eer 


But some that rotted on the earth 
Sprang up again in copies, 


§ PO oreo 


Years after, when a poet asked 
‘The Goddess’s opinion, 


This poem appeared in The Atlantic for 
January, own criticism on 
it in frank. Ho wrote to Mr. Thayer: “ You 
‘will find some verses of mino in the next Af- 
lantic, the ‘ion of which tickles me — 
but half (and in verse half is more 
San whol) inthe writing; od in w similar 
vein he wrote to Mr, the oditar: ‘' The 
trouble with The Flying Dutchman is not in 
what I loft out, but in what L coulda’t got in. 
Let us honest wit 


1 
Fer 
E 
: 
g 


man: 
I shudder whenever he nears ! 





While he mutters his donners and 
They ’re all from the dead to the 








Lave mot him (0 man and brotiecsaam 
Foogive we) in cass eal geiae 







have seon him some poor ancient thrash: 
Into something : (Go save us) more dey 


With the Water of Life itself washing 
The life out of earth, sea, and sky. 





CREDIDIMUS JOVEM REGNARE 





© dead felom-noral, got newer 

patches to 

We 're us quick as ths Greek and the Jew 
At knowing a loaf from a stone. 


‘And left the other world in bliss, 
with bedevilling this ! 


iy 
F 
E 
z 
g 
E 
H 


Wit 


& 
& 


jot and shell for Sabbath-chi 


Hl 
= 


that shed 
‘sil 


Pray 


Ee 


jose serene dawn-ros) 

icroscopes had made us heirs 

Ving thatthe te-deeds, 
ing that the tit 

all-sufticient for men's needs, 

limpsests that scarce dis 

‘The tracings of still earlier lies, 

‘Themselves as surely written o'er 

An older fib erased before. 


So from these days I fly to those 

‘That in the landlocked Past repose, 
‘Where no rude wind of doctrine shakes 
From bloom-flushed boughs untimely 


flakes; 
‘Where morning’s eyes see nothing strange, 


gesRe 
te : 


J 


pEeTEgyeie 





be glum ? 


y 

Each Liliputian, but 

Potent a mane limbs to bind. 

‘This world and that are growing dark; 

‘A huge interrogation 

‘The Devil’s crook epit 

Still borne before him since the Fall, 

Blackens with its ign 

‘The old blue heaven of faith benign. 

Whence ? Whither ? Wherefore ? How ? 
Which? Why? 

All asl at once, all wait reply. 

Men feel old systems under "em; 

Life saddens to a mere conundrum 

Which once Religion solved, but she 

Has lost Science found ?—the key. 


Ses 
SE ony dl pre fr ee 





2 HE : és 
e 3 

Cte 
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Radiant, let loose his noble bass. 
If Heaven it reached not, yet its 
Waked all the echoes of the soul, 
And in it many a life found wings 
To soar nway from sordid 
gone and singers too, song 

Bings to mo roicleas all night long, 

my soul beckons me afar, 
Glowing and trembling like a star. 
Will any scientific touch 
With my worn strings achieve as much ? 


I don't object, not I, to know 

were monkeys, if ’t was so; 
I touch my ear’s collusive ti 
And own the poor-relationship. 
‘That apes of various shapes and sizes 
Contained their germs that all the prizes 
Of senate, pulpit, camp, and bar win 
May give ‘us hopes that sweeten Darwin. 
Who knows but from our loins may spri 
Eisee enee) some winged 

ing 


‘As much superior to us 
‘As we to Cynocophalus ? 


This is consoling, but, alas, 

It wipes no dimness from the glass 
‘Where I am flattening my poor nose, 
In hope to see beyond my toes. 


Though I accep! 
Zot mer, pra ytell oe Erte key 
That ; 


Betwoon I wonder T know, 
Nor will vouchsafe a pin-hole peep 
‘At the veiled Isis in its keep. 
Where is no door, I but produce 
My key to find it of no use. 
Yet better keop it, after all, 
Since Nature ’s economical, 
And who can tell but some fine day 
(LEM cosa to ber) she may, 

in 


ber ill to you and ‘me, 
Bate door an lock Vo natal tho key ? 





in 
‘Tue world turns mild; democracy, they 


say, 
Bounds the sharp knobs of character 
And Ss peatvaeies unless at cones 


pense 
Of what needs edge of proof, the moral 
sense; 


For man ar race is on the downward path 
‘Whose fibre grows too soft for honest 


wrath, 
And there's a subtle influence that spri 
From words 


ndred years 
Teeenteert knaves, why, peoplo called 
em 50, 
And crime could see the prison-portal 
Its brow severe at no vista’s end. 
one for plain plain words 
serve; 4 
Men had not learned to admire the graceful 
swerve 
Wherewith the Zsthetic Nature’s genial 


Makes public duty to private A 
Ho matiled seuteleee sled eee 


doubt; 
A soldier proved unworthy was drummed 
An ote chord iil servant ) 
atter were fervent) 
Bigaetlly ieieel, ald trough ty 


Each bore for life a stigma from the brand 
Whose far-heard hiss made others moro 


averse 

To take the facile step from bad to worse. 

The oe Commandments had a meaning 
en, 

Felt in their bones by least considerate 
men, 














Eiededas tm primsl ences’ sad! uma 


Sinwo os means Kind of patent dil ta 
jation’s 


popes etnies 


Miran it you spol eitren fr, 
Rontibat to von te lw nan art, 
Whom ‘errs! sons 


ae ” dilates the shame 
iareress somewhat blunter 


With generous curve we draw the moral 


Our swindlors are permitted to resi 

‘Their guilt is sreappod bx daferent 

Aldn caper ec 
nat ivate crim 

Confront mankind with easen. frou % 


Time, 
Steal but etough, the world is unseyere, — 
weed is a statesman, Fisk a financier; 


oe mine, and be— 
what; 
ars at any rate, with what you "ve 


ee is aerate Wee oe lad 

‘called o0, may Fesign with honeet. pride: 
As unjust "avor put him a, why doubt | 
Disfavor as unjust bas tu 

arises kr rire 

Ca abe as 


At ein mind, with pockets filled for 
His “Indy” glares with gems whose val. | 


imal Sn ifn gy Kir Salhi 


Bulge from a shirt-front 


But not too candid, lest it | 
‘To rouse suspicion of the I 
‘A public meeting, treated . 
laa him back more virtue than he 


With Conte regilt he counts his gains; 


the Lord knows 





tomb will not be dumb 
for our youth to come 


IN THE HALF-WAY HOUSE 
A , 
Ar twonty we fancied the blest 








CT esdhiiper ether S| 
1 inte of hin eve, she set 
m 
We called it our Eden, that small patent- 
‘When life was half moonshine and half 

Mary Jane; 
Bree reer te akon; tie cuetioeey 
Did Adam have duns and slip down a 
back-lane ? 
a the modiste keep 
With last of to Madam 
blast styles of float 
Did Jubal, or whoever taught the girls 
Make the deaf at a dollar 
o the patriarch a the 
Iv 
ageman eats, 1 Wrass 2 seh Dees aan 
Deg eae rt Seaetiante altered 
Bat hanya oy sayy * What ight hs 
‘To ask for tho cream, when himself spilt 
the milk?” 
_ Saeed 
secret with which Auld 
Sen wi Lang Syne 
Superstition ota mao, maid, poet, and 


We sailed for the moon, but, in sad disil- 

Snug under Point Comfort are glad to 

And strive (sans our glasses) to make a 
confusion 

*Twixt our rind of green cheese and the 

Ah, Mi ivi! Could-have-been, 

He’s teal heen Ae 
a genius or ye at 
two-score, 


eee i 
Is nna at fort hey don't eal in 


vI 


And which of us now would not feel wisely 
If getin sold as fast as the Em- 
of Quarles? 


Een if wo what ’s the good of Life's 
ree 
‘The rapture ’s in what 


Who is twenty life-long in the eyes of 
is im 
Ab, Foto, staid Ti be: a 
shoul to 
Yet stil take Hope's fal EO. Oot 
ay trust, 
Still tall St a i ae 
And still elim) dream-tree for — 
ashes and dust ! 
AT THE BURNS CENTENNIAL 
JANUARY, 1859 
at Pe i hy ee 


ar 
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ay ta ao Gomera incre. eweet Gas 


ours, 
No fairer new moon’s crescent, 
Would she but treat us poots s0, 
So from our winter free us, 
And sct our slow old sap aflow 
‘To sprout in fresh idens ! 
m1 
Alas, think I, what worth or parts 
Have brought me here competing, 
Tos) what starts in myriad hearts 
ith Burns's memory beating ! 
Himself had loved a theme like this; 
Must I be its entomber ? 
No pen sare bis but's sure to miss 
or 


v 
‘As I sut musing what to say, 


And how my verse to number, 
Some elf in play by that 


v 

‘The saint, had left his post 
‘That day to Holy Willie, 

Who swore, “ Each ghost that comes shall 


toast 
Tn branstane, will he, nill he; 
‘There ’s nane need hope with phrases fine 
‘Their score to wipe a sin frae; 
T'll chalk a sign, to save their tryin’, — 
A hand ({))) and ‘Vide infral'” 


vr 


Alas ! no soil ’s too cold or dry 

For spiritual small potatoes, 
natures, spry the trade to ply 
é advocatus; 





va 
So when Burns knocked, Will knit his 


brows, 

His window gap made scanter, 

And said, “Go rouse the other house; 

We no Tam O'Shanter 1" E 

 Welodget” laughed Burns. Now well 
800 


Death cannot kill old nature; 
No human flea but thinks that he 
May speak for his Creator ! 


var 
“ But, Willie, friend, don’t turn me forth, 


Auld Clootie needs no 


at 
But found me hard as whunstane; 
‘There 's chances yet your bread to get 
Wi Auld Nick, gaagin’ brunstane.” 
| 
1x 
Meanwhile, the Unco’ Guid had ta’en | 
Lise plc to wate tho process 
in vain on many @ pane 
‘Their disembodied noses, 
Remember, please, 't is all a dream; 
One can’t control the fancies 
Through sleep that stream with wayward 


Like etinht's boreal dessa nnn 










Like a skipper’s when "t is 
“Tf that's a sin, J'’d never 
‘As sure as my name 's 


xI 


* 
oe 


- 


AT THE BURNS CENTENNIAL 









ve this ose to God's own gr800} 
It baffles my discretion !” 


xut 


From earth to heaven's own 
Whereby God's with 
beats tales, 
xIv 


ey 
slow as snow on snow, 
of the heavenly spirit; 
as over new-born son 
“ihe croon of new-made mother, 
‘The voice begun, “ Sore one!” 
‘Then, pausing, sighed, “ Our brother ! 


to Him the at aoe 
‘That never rtp nor wander, 
‘Where were the throng whose morning 


Thrills his blue arches yonder ? 
xvI 
“Do souls alone clear-e strong-kneed, 
Bees ter servis ac) 
vals who need his hand to lead, 
he pened untender ? 
ee aa es sae ee 
le opens doors to duty, 
‘And he that waits there at your gates 
‘Was servant of his Beauty, 
xvir 


The Earth must richer sap secrete, 
(Could ye in time but know it!) 





For =o dumb of senses 
The compensation-bringer ! 
xvi 
“Her Lert 
Sa nr in nee 





xix 


“These hearts must feel the rolls 
Of stormier-waved temptation; 
These star-wido souls between their poles 
Hotsretmach i at wgrepe eed 
le much ! — that is 
Howe'er the text you handle; 
ne Senee See ee ee 
By love turned priceless sandal. 


XX 


eee ee 
He paters heard and aves 


From choirs that lurk in hedge and birk, 
rom blackbird and from tavi 
nroofed thing, 


‘The cowerit mouse, poor 

re yy a ig 
's ght every 5] 

To i Loves 

xxE 


Is highest "mong the preachers, 
woes and weals 


creatures. 
He doth good work whose heart can find 
‘The spirit ‘neath the letter; 
Who makes his kind of happier mind, 
Leaves wiser men and ir 
XXII 


“They make Religion be abhorred 


Who round wit 


en it smell of oe 
othe Father's lena 


HEARTSEASE AND RUE 





XxIv 


Dear Bard and Brother! let who may 
Against thy pasa bs eatin 
they 


iling !) 
(emiece TA eivgant teeta ong, 
Which thou wouldst pledge if present, — 
‘To him whose song, in nature strong, 
‘Makes man of prince and peasant! 


IN AN ALBUM 


‘Tae mis It scrawl, 0] the wall 
By some Rncsralan Glen teased, 


Lost from Time's ark, leaves no lates 
‘Than a keel’s furrow through the main. 


O Chance and 1 our buzz’s range 
Is scarcely wider than a fly’s; 

‘Then let us play at fame to-day, 
To-morrow be unknown and wise; 

And while the fair beg locks of hair, 


{pd antographs, and Lord knows what, 

Quick ! re us scratch our moment’s 
mateh, 

Make our brief blaze, and be forgot! 


‘Too pressed to wait, upon her slate 

Fame writes a See or eae in Set 

Scarce written, these no lon; lease, 

And her own finger rubs pptiloe 

It may ensue, fair girl, that you 

ae cereals yellowing leaf ae see, 
nt to, ir memory as 

In vain, “This Lawell, who was ho?” 





AT THE COMMENCEMENT 
DINNER, 1866 


IN ACKNOWLEDGING A TOAST TO THE 
SMITH PROFESSOR 


I nse, Mr. Chai as both of us know, 

With the iaspromapta  qacomteed goatee 
weeks ago, “i 

Dragged up to my doom by your might 
and my mane, 

‘To do what rowed’ 'd do mover spall 

And I feel like your good honest dough 


it 's no go. 

« you must," the tormentor insists, 
"tis all right; 

You must rise when I bid you, and, what’s 
more, be light.” 


'T is a dreadfal oppression, this making 
men 8] 
‘What they ’re sure to be sorry for all the 
next week; é, 
Reese pecs. sok requesting, like Aaron's, 
Into eloquence, pathos, or wit in cold blood, 
Asit'the dell bealn that you rented yout 
spite on 
Could be got, like an mere 
beat ox, by poking, 
They say it is wholesome to rise with the 
sun, 
And I dao say it may be if not over: 
5 
(I think it was Thomson who made the 
remark 
ix Mea thing in its way —for 
laces 
But to rise after dinner and look down the 
meeti 
On a dntant (os Gray calls it) prospect of 
aby 
With a stomach half foll and a cerebrum 
low 
ee ere it was strung for 
10), 
Under contrast to raise auneithsen Galena 


— | 






AT THE COMMENCEMENT DINNER, 1866 


4gt 





With so hard hunted they gasp with 
And jokes not much younger than Jethro’s 
Is I leave yourselves to 
mcaereiae: thes 
I've a notion, I think, of a good dinner 
Sd as a sandpiper over the 
this way and that as the wave of 
moment 
iene ee Sian eso min adash of 
joie foam on "t, out 
aving on memory’s rim just a sense 
pecan ersostsl had gone by, a live 
present tense; 
Not poetry,—no, not quite that, but as 
Akind of winged prose that could fly if it 
would. 
"Dis a time for gay fancies ns fleeting and 
vain 
As the whisper of foam-beads on fresh- 
champagne, 
Since ee not perhaps strictly 
Far mancuvring the heavy dragoons of the 
‘When I hear your sot speeches that start 
with a pop, 
‘Then wander and maunder, too feeble to 
NEE sppretenain Foons popili= 
Tiina nied. to be. something by, mortals 
amor, 
Regtanbis again when you thought they 
were dom 


e, 
Res ‘ible, weighing 1 ton, 
ey sensible, weighing a tom, 


as near to the present 
men 
Asa Fast Day discourse of the year eighteen 
ten, 
I—well, I sit still, and my sentiments 
smother, 
For am I not also a bore and a brother ? 
And a toast, — what should that be? Light, 
free, 


airy, and 
The foams Aphrodite of Bacchus’s sea, 
A ped bubble, an orbed rainbow- 





A breath-born half something, 
And break fork te han edge o 
Do you ne inebe ee Ah no, 
not so simple; 
les to Fraluh yon the ravishing 
Inia enchantment lights Venus's 
And the artist will tell you his skill is to 
iit "tis naught, for the charm of 


it rises 
From the sudden bopeeps of its smiling 
surprises. 


I’ve tried to defirs it, but what mother’s 
son 

Could eresS La do what he knows should 

My rocket hry nT watchin th i 
ae heart’s-blood drop 











back in 
Yok Se et my i on 
Tea pny tf before you supet me, the 


Now sigce I've succeeded —I pray do not 
wn — 
To —— and Longfellow’s classical 


And penton four strange languages, which, 
ees elf, 


Tapesk is ‘a native (of Cambridge) my= 

Let me beg , Mr. President, leave to propose 

A tentimest treading on nobody's toes, 

ieee i such ale as with pump-handles 
re 

Their memory who saved ‘us from all talke 


Hebrew, — 
A toast ti t to deluge with water is good, 
a y come in just after 
X svete ihe men Oat for whom, a8 7 
‘Modaee languages stan souldikeayeenata 


fessor, 
The bers of Habel, to whone eal the 
igs 


"a 
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Of the children of men owe confusion of 
Iai sain fall ellen E ccruple tees? 


Which is that of my founder—the late 
Mr. Smith. 


A PARABLE 
An ass munched thistles, while a nightin- 
Some eseexe Sommer flooded all the 
Hoehaw” eried he, “I hearken,” as 
For sod salrgss humble thanks were 
“Pi id wing yin in an 
Who tannes , not cisterns, for my 


ooets peers the lined abn hag erg bs 


Vv. EPIGRAMS 
SAYINGS 


Iw life's small Ke sunlate end great 
oer et trained: know’st thou 


Thy measure ane or when she "ll say to 
TE ee ala 
Sie with his dra¢ 
so a Tbeuehesk ts the 

Thus =; adervish: “ Friend, the Eternal 

a 
Dooms not his work, but ours, the crooked 

mind.” 

3 

Swiftly the politi goes: ia it dark ?—he 


Slowly celebs cao guiding his 
steps by the stars. 





+ 
“Where lies the seat of 
who 


governs ? 
“ Thither my footsteps are bent: it is where 
‘Sandi is lodged" 


INSCRIPTIONS 
FOR A BELL AT CORNELL UNIVERSITY 
T cau as fly the irrevocable 

utile ua ir oc soroiy ee os 

Your lives of sand or granite; awful 

Bren ds man choose; they liar grata 

take, 

FOR A MEMORIAL WINDOW TO SIR WAL- 
TER RALEIGH, SET UF IN ST. MARGA- 
RET'S, WESTMINSTER, BY AMERICAN 
CONTRIBUTORS 

Tar New World's from 

prs sons, from England's 
Sook milk as bids remmaber wien 

Proud of he of her Put, wherefrom our Preset 

Tun’ we intro with Raleghs 












PROPOSED FOR A SOLDIERS’ AND SAI- 
ORS’ MONUMENT IN BOSTON 


To — who died for her on 
That shot ree have a ee 
Boston builds this: build ye her 
In lives like theirs, at’ daty’s 
spent. 
A MISCONCEPTION 


al 
B, tavant by Pope to do his goo i 





THE ORACLE OF THE GOLDFISHES 
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THE BOSS 
Sxrtxep to pull wires, he baffles Nature’s 
Who sure intended him to stretch a rope, 


SUN-WORSHIP 


CHANGED PERSPECTIVE 





WITH A ad OF GLOVES LOST 
A WAGER 


ee 
Io Yeah hint sharp aoa 1 
or wa ot ie beforehand ut 

made the sunshine we together 


SIXTY-EIGHTH BIRTHDAY 


As life runs on, the road grows strange 
With faces new, and near the end 
‘The milestones into headstones change, 
*Neath every one a friend. 


INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT 


beg sescenrsl ey ts else acl || iia teat oes oe nee 
've meast ie our conscience to our H 
Yet doabt the distance more and more, ‘The Ten Commandments wil not budge 
*Tis so much longer coming back! And stealing will continue stealing. 
LAST POEMS 
‘Tux f note to this he ht haye wished to preserve. Three 
apie in 1805: * This little BF det eee Peidiceel betes his death, Of 
‘Yolume contains those of the poems which Mr. te ‘two appear here for the first time. 
Lowell wrote in his last years which, I believe, C, E. N.” 
HOW I CONSULTED THE ORACLE | Of Sis Tees Ned oa eae 
OF THE GOLDFISHES Pass us unchallenged, night and day. 
nk ts orld erin Never could mortal ear nor eye 
‘i ey sccadige aie suspect them nigh, 
Sere ip pres about ‘et why may not some subtler sense 
ee eete Grell im Bor id out, Than those two give evidence ? 
‘Masked by a wall, the secret cell Transfuse the ferment of their being 
‘Where the soul's peeais ag ieee Into our own, past hearing, seeing, 
‘The winding stair that As men, if once 
‘To chapel-mysteries neath the roof ? off each other’s thought can know ? 
As horses with an ii 
It lies about us, yet as far Measure their rider’s strength of will ? 
Row anh ie wake Comes not to all some glimpse brings: 


Sep 





carers of reay that. die cut 


In the dim No Man’s Land of Doubt ? 
Are these Night's dusky birds? Are these 
Phantasmas of the silences 
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to make a single mark, 
benignant lot is yours 
own All-out-of- 
no sums to do, 
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your golden joys!" 


hough the child, in simpler words, 

you his finny flocks and herds; 
an old man, I bid you rise 

the fine si hind 


BED ERE 
: 

i 
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HI 
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peEy 
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ent, and tease 
ht with all the ghostly shapes 
h no moody man escapes. 


ORACLE OF THE GOLDFISHES 








Half seen, half heard, then fit away, t 
And leave you your prose-bounded day ? 


The Dee see as shadows I 
Know to arn tell me why 
‘My visions, like those haunting you, 


fish, and dream-fish too? Absurd ! 
Your consciousness I half divine, 
But you are wholly deaf to mine. 


‘Yet I shall till m: ve 
Fei oclancee 
mn none, an i tl 
Tm i salf-conoeft ta men 
put their confidenge alone 
In what they call the Seen and Known. 
How seen? How known? As through 


Peppa en 
an m) it 
To love God's darkness as His light. 
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ppier, am secure; 
the eyes benign, 
‘The face more beautiful ana pure 
Than Fancy’s fairest ture 
That mark my Valentine. 


More than when first I singled thee, 
This only prayer is mine,— 
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AN APRIL BIRTHDAY —AT SEA 








AN APRIL BIRTHDAY—AT SEA 
On this wild waste, where never blossom 
Ser hie widower in the illow’s 
eae ae 
‘What far fetched influence all my fancy 
ie dare and dancing daffo- 


Why, *t is her day whom jocund April 
And who brings April with her in her 


eyes; 
It is her vision lights my lonely thought, 
Bimpobaretyt yen fine 


In sick men's chambers, with its glow- 
Plants Summer at the glacier of 
Death. be 


Gray sky, sea gray as mossy stones on 
graves;— ‘ 
iho descing down tho blake vale ogee 


Ah, but I know, for never April's 
Noe penkea got Saree 
lowers 
Satbered te Baliye oe ae 
As she in various mood, on whom the 
of happiet stara in fair conjunction 
sm 
‘To bless the birth of April’s darling 
child. 


ON HEARING A 
BEETHOVEN'S PLA’ 
ROOM 















Ie shoald be hers the newly born. 


not! I should bestow it 
Bs pining full abe coulda’ blow 
Wishes are n't horses: true, but still 


i 
Gt 
aie: 
z 
i 


old-fashioned possot dishes, 

her from my plentoous store 
commodities two more, 

father's ‘wit, veined through and 


ugh 
th tanderes that Watts (but whew ! 
ia’s aflame, I mean no stricture 


Sir J picture) — 
bee vest aad Vie Cd ooal > 

I've dropt into the bowl, 
ated beauty —nay, but two 

at once would never do. 

5 her but the half 

was besieged ten years for 

if there ’s any truth in Darwin, 
we from what was, all we are win, 
2a wish the child to be 


Fear 
i) 


pare 


Sheed 


Fate her Godfather to flout 
Gan, him in legacies of 
Thus, then, the cup is daly fied 
Walk steady, dear, lest all be spilled, 


ON A BUST OF GENERAL GRANT 


“This poem is the Inst, so far ns is known, 
written by Mr, Lowell. He Inid it aside for 


revision, two of the verses incomplete, 
In a pencilled nt of the poem the fist 
‘Yerve appears as fi 


ce acct, pach aco Nutcase Zama 
In the final copy, from which the poom is now 
Printed, the verve originally stood: — 

"Strong, steadfast, alent are the laws.” 
‘bot ‘steadfast’ is crossed out, and ‘simple’ 
written above, 





Bier fale ee cable shall the world hold 

fast 

‘To where its anchors elutch the bed-rock of 
the Past. 


i simple, silent, therefore such was 


Who helped ca inc apd the peal 

‘That who can saddle 

Is God’s elect, though many a mortal flaw 

May rilnish ts tn eyes tit eloaely wasp 

Was verified in him: what need wo say 

Of oie eh made success where others 
fai 

Who, ith fo Tight are that of common 

Strack hata, and still struck on till For 
tune quailed, 

ms mpa HS the Norns) a desperate 


oftr £011 at lint to one who wae ee giant 
man, 


Abe ee ae 


phrase: 
Nothing is here for eee 
The Present’s hard uncompromising light 
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Accents all vulgar outlines, flaws, and 
seams, 

Yet vindicates some pristine natural right 

Ofertopping that hereditary grace 

‘Which marks the gain or loss of some time- 
fondled race. 


So Marius looked, methinks, and Crom- 
well 80, 

Not in the purple born, to those they led 

Nearer for that and costlier to the foe, 

New moulders of old forms by nature 


The exhaustlss life of manhood's seeds to 
Let int “the ploughshare of portentous 


times 

Strike deep enough to reach them where 
they lie: 

Despair, aol danger are their fostering 


And ay ‘eat sun bursts from a stormy 
sky: 

He was our man of men, nor would abate 

The utmost due manhood could claim of 
fate. 


Nothing ideal, plain-people’s man 

‘At the first glance, a niore deliberate ken 

Finds type primeval, theirs in whuse veins 
ran 


Such blood as quelled the dragon in his 





Our sword 1 faahed jey; no skill of words 
Such se oma as that close-clamped 
He slew our dragon, nor, 80 seemed it, 
ae orn a than any simplest man 
‘Yet did this man, wartempered, stern as 
‘Wisie teat opposed, prove soft in civil 
The wand it- hardened had lost tact to 


Feel 
The world’s base coin, and glozing knaves 
made prey 

Of bim and of the entrusted Commonweal; 
So Truth insists and will not be denied. 
‘We turn our eyes away, and so will Fame, 
‘As if in his Inst battle he had died 

Victor for us and spotless of all blame, 
Doer of hopeless taske which praters shirk, 








One of those still plain men that do the 
world’s rough work. 
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to designate both the of- 
standard, and the stand- 





Bemcstnrnerts| ira 
Vacer =a ‘Tetah fn, fo be abla? used nlwaya after «naps 


i : 
peep. | instrument. 
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or imaginary, which most 


mp pe 


namo Toutant), 239, 246. 
276. 
Huon, 16 
=o 
foses eri oe rons nit Aa 
his heroie method with Milton, 254, 
Bible, not componed for ao of colored porn, 


/, Ezekiel, his letter to Hon. J. T. Buck- 

a Bee oe bepnd of say cna nar 

‘ib, —nearly foursoore yuars old, ib, 

—his aunt Keziah, « notable saying of, 1). 

es ee excited by composition, 
poem by, ib., 201 —his opinion 








to the sid hn sie 
im to the presidency, th 
resents ‘called Whig, 
‘ta in tinny = 

‘ations, ib. — reports a 
emulates historians of antequity, 
his character aketched from n hostile 








point of view, 196 — tof his: ied 
Fath, 200 soointed d at a public moti in 
eon crance, in Sue 

fiunte’ particular, of propriety, i 

‘ ri 
ite the J i 
bora in is favor! 

249 — born 


Ibred fa tho country, 261° feels his eap start 








Brahin in mave-amtonpl i 


Bi thei onty ‘vosiness, 229, 
Brigadler-Generals in militia, devotion of, 191. 





Bi BAe 

Courier, letters to, 181, 188, 189, 1% —not 

sai net np 
weey. in reward to, ib, 

herd of, probable influence of tracts 


Buf 
Bull, John, prophatio allusion to, by Horace, 
201 — his’ Run," 233 —his 25 


unfortunate dip of, 251— wool pulled over his 


eyes, 202, 





BE mi 


ib, note, 
Cotton loan, ita iy 226, 
otto Mather, suanonc an watery 188, 
bonndari 


of, 226, 
his Concordance, 222. 
American, 187, 

Caneiform seript recommenced, 296, 
Corot dtincuaes man fain brates, 208, 
ei bactitic ess tone han een a 
Dwdalus first tanght to sit on fences, 242, 
Daniel in the Hon's den, 255. 


Darkies dread 216. lo, Mr. Sa 
th, Quoen, mistake of her ambasaador, 





Bat, 248—koows how to deal wit his Can 
a piety, 
Nashvill mipted 


to, 205, 
ne: false notion of, 247 — its privileges, 


Demosthenes, 279. 

Deatiny, hor account, 195, 

Devil, the, unskilled in certain Indian tongues, 
136 — letters to r 

of Tripoli, 197. 
us, Asoinewhat voluminous grammarian, 


from, 204. 


4 from, 200. 
Eaekiol would make 4 poor figure at a eancus, 





Jacobus, ‘270, 
ty Japts 216 —reproved for avarice, 
230. 
aeeer she Fourth, of Sots, expecinent 7, 


183, 
Jarnygin, Mr., his opinion of the completeness 
‘of Northern education, 1°), 
—— 
Jeremiah, the best guide in modern 
Fea etn in es 
— on, 
pee ep a 
a ‘Mr., communicates some intelligence, 
tie inevitable deatiny of, 199 — proba- 
oo MS his Goanieity ta to 








‘Sir, tho, of modern chivalry, 197, 
ane, 197, 
observation of, 181, 


‘Come, march to, eaxy, 207. 
Count, 183. 

surpassed, 248, 

banish a great talker, 1 


Lablache 
| Fe Net cen 








Tttelton, Lord, his lettors an imposition, 208, 


‘Martin, Mr. Sawin used to vote for him, 215, 
fs ney slave worth af, 198, 


i 
i 
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‘Manuachusetia. ot : 
Manon of wallow 1; Satin of bakedy 
Boiled, and roasted {nefandum 2), 200 
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Eset pei 
, his letters not admired, 208, : 
; Rafn, Professor, 254. | 
Fees ESE L's Coretin vd Ragone of anced clloge, 18, | 
Poets become sophisticated, 260, tor notealsting, 
Point Seeiie tir Gavin’ reeked ce} Recruiting serge Devil enppowod the fst 





(win prisoner, tb. 
swork, 15.—puts himself tinder | Roanoke 
his eaten, Naas i ene conten | Eecthonn, Mer Johe 2, hls opinions fully stated, 
a 188, 189, fabed, Som 
Pope ki ‘excellent, 183, Boceters in zainy weather, their misery, 298. 
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244 — her blue bloc 


meets Poor eiriciog for outer or inner man, 
emeat aight 
een 





spite against, 22, 255, 
Ss Carolan ft attumpt to anchor, 198— 
Bouthern men, thelr imperfect notions of lubor, 








‘it a 
Split-Foot, Old, made to squirm, 228, 





237. 
should mind it a 
aot ls 


le, the 263, 
Foeterceeonet 
Swett, Jethro C., his fall, 277. 


‘Tag, elevated to the Cardinalate, 187, 
Fen, 0. 1 9 300 ae 
‘Tarbox, Shearjashub, first white child born in 
aalain, 290 
|, 224. 

‘Taxes, advantages of, 211. 
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the stanza 
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we Se ehe F have consulted that it was 
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Sees tees tow es icles nents ee 
Gilder. 
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VT R, Lown 


TO THK KASTE. 
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(os Tam half inclined) 
5 of reply 


Ne 

Comes trom te jered mate 

better than the other reading, print it so. 
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